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A 



INT&OPUCTOBY REMABSfiL 



Iv PreSsuses vere read — and it is no fiction to suppose they are not— a 
compilaition of songs like the present caOs for no partienlar remark beiyond 
the ample statement, tliat they comprise most of the popular lyxies of the 
United States. Of oonrse it vonld be an easy task to trace back the 
records of the old colonial times^ and laqnire about the songs of the early 
settlers ; whether the Puritans st Plymouth or the Quakers in PemisylTania 
song ; and if so, what were their songs. We can readily imagine that 
their Tocalism was rather restricted, or if they did venture to warble, the 
old-£A8hioned English songs of the j>eriod naturally rose to their lips. 

Exchange is no robbery — goes the phrase. Por many years, in song as 
in other departments of literature, the United States looked for their sup- 
ply to the *' mother country ;*' and now, to judge by the popularity of 
'^Woodman, Spare that Tree/' « Ben Bolt," the lyrics of Longfellow, and 
the frequency with which the ear is assailed with those terrible concoctious 
of vulgarity and commonplace tune — ''Bobbing Around" and '^Keemo 
Kimo " (which every boy in London feels it his duty to whistle), it is £Edr to 
imagine that the mother country has condescended to borrow somewhat 
from the son ; though we are bound to say that, with rare exceptions^ the 
adopted material is anything but creditable to John Bull's taste and sense 
«f musical propriety. 

A 2 



IV INTRODUCTORY REMARKS* 

How little Fenno Hoffman is known in England ; how many persons 
in the United Kingdom ever heard of Mrs. Osgood, Judge Conrad, General 
HorriSi J. G. Feraral, — ^and yet all of these writers have distinguished 
themselves in lyric authorship. The truth seems to be, that American 
songs grow popular on tbis side of the ocean, not because they possess 
poetic excellence or harmonious melody. The more refined the proMiuctioii, 
the more slender its chances of becoming known, while some jingling tom- 
foolery dashed with a spice of quaintness is in the mouth of the whole 
nation. Abundant illustrations of the truth of this statement are afforded 
in the universality of the ''Ban Tuckers*' and "Uncle Neds** of past 
times, the versification of which would disgrace the puerile muse of the 
dullest of schoolboys. 

The Editor, in conclusion, begs to hope that this collection will prove te 
the English reader that American writers can achieve something superior 
to ** Old] Dog Tray *' and the other feeble stupidities that the public 
xecdveas ''American songs," though this volume (purporting to contain 
the popiUar songs of the United States) would scarcely be complete were 
this class of composition wholly omitted.^ 
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«ONGS OF THE AFFECTIONS. 



MARY WILL SMILE. 

W. CLinnoir. Bom 1772; died 1799. 

The mom was fresh, and pure the gale, 

When Mary, from her cot a rover, 
Plucked many a wild rose of the vale, 

To bind the temples of her lover^ 
As near his little faxm she stxay'd. 

Where birds of love were ever pairing, 
She saw her Wilham in the shade 

The arms of ruthless war preparing : 
^^ Though now,'' he cried, ^^ I seek the hostile plain, 
Mary shall smile, and all be fair again." 

She seized his hand, and '^ Ah ! '* she cried, 

" Wilt thou, to camps and war a stranger, 
Desert thy Mary's faithful side, 

And baSre thy life to every danger? 
Yet, go, brave youth ! to arms away ! 

My maiden hands for fight shall dress thee, 
And when the drum beats far away, 

rU drop a silent tear, and bless thee. 
Betum'd with honour from the hostile plain, 
Mary wiU smile, and all be fair again. 

*' The bugles through the forest wind, 

The woodland soldiers call to battle ; 
Be some protecting.angel kind. 

And guard thy life when cannon's rattle." 
She sung— and as the.rose appears 

In sunshine, when the storm is over, 
A smile beamed sweetly through her tears — 

The blush of promise to her lover. 
Betum'd in trimnph from the hostile plain, 
All shall be fedr, and Mary smile again. 
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. DAY, IN MELTING PURPLE DYING. 

Mb>. Mabia Bbooks. Born 1812; died 1845.* 

DAT, in mdtuigpiirple dying, 
Blossoms, all around me sighing, 
Fragrance from the lilies straying. 
Zephyr with my ringlete playing, 

Ye but waken my distress ; 

I am sick of londiness. 

* Mrs. Brooks, as one of the early American writers, merits a few words of men- 
tion. She is the anfhoress of the celebrated poem " Zophiel," that appeared in 
London in 1833, under the patronage of Robert Sonthey. Cnrionsly enough, it was 
written in a rapid manner, in a rarietj of climate and country, the first canto 
appearing in Boston in 1824. The second canto was finished in Cuba, the third in 
Quebec, the fourth and fifth in Paris, and the sixth in England about the year 1830. 
Mrs. Brooks passed the spring of the following year at Keswick, the home of the poet 
Southey, who was an attached and honoured friend, and who corrected the proof* 
sheets of Zophiel previous to its appearance in London. Oh leaTlag Keswick, 
Mrs. Brooks addressed to the bard the following poem, and (we quote Grlswold) the 
subsequent correq>ondence between tiie two poets, which I hare 8e>D,flbowB'thatthe 
promise of continual regard was Mfllled : 

TO ROBERT SOUTHEY^ ESQ. ' 

Ok! hmreled bard, how can I part^ 

Those cheering smiles no more to sea, 
Until my soothed and solaced heart 

Poun tbrtii one grateftd lay to ttaee t 

Fair Tlrtue tuned thy youthful breath. 

And peace and pleasure bless thee now ; 
For love and beauty guard the wreath 

That blooms upon ttiy manly brow. 

The Indian, leaning on<his bow, 

On hostile difl; in desert drear. 
Casts with less joy his glance below. 

When oomea some friendly warrior near;'— 

The native dove of that warm isle 
Where of^ witii flowers, my lyre was drest, 

Sees with less Joy the sun awhil^ 
When vertio rains have drenched her nest, 

Than I, a stranger, first beheld 

Thine eye's harmonious welcome given 
With gentle word, which, as it swelled, 

Came to my heart benign as heaven. 

Soft be thy sleep, as mists that rest 

On Skiddaw's top atmunmer mom; 
Smooth be thy days as Derwent's breas^ 

When summer Ught is almost gonei 

And yet, for thee, why breathe a prayer 

I deem thy fate is given in trust 
To seraphs, who by daily care 

Would prove that Heaven is not unjnrt. 

And treasured shall tiilne image be 

In memory's purest, holiest shrine. 
While truth and honour glow in thee. 

Or life's warm, quivering pulse la mine. ' 



Thou, to whom I love ta hearken, 
Come, ere night around me darken ; 
Though thy softness but deceive me, 
Say thou^rt tme, and Til believe thco ; 

Veil, if iil, thy bquI^b intent — 

Let me think it innocent ! 

Save thy toiling, snare thy treaanre : 
All I a^ is Mendanip's pleasure ; 
Let the shining ore he (farkling. 
Bring no gem in Instre sparkling : 

Gi& and gold are naught to me ; 

I would only look on l£ee I 

Tell to ihm the high wrought feelings 
Ecstasy but in revealing ; 
Paint to thee the deep sensation, 
Rapture in participation^ 

Yet but torture, if comprart, 

Li a lone, unMended In'east. 

Absent still I Ah I come and bless me ! 

Let these eyes again caress thee ; 

Once, in caution, I could fly thee ; 

Now I nothing could deny thee ; 
Li a look if death there be, 
Come, and I will gaze on thee ! 

The story of Zophiel is an elabcfrate pictvreof the ang«l8 "from the Uoomfaig of 
roses at Ecbatana to the coming in of spices at Babylon."* Charles Lamb, in one of 
his letters* fhns refers to it : ** Which (Zophiel) he (Sonthejr) says, ia by some Taskee 
woman, as if there ever had been a woman capable of anythbig so great.'* " '; 

In December, 1843, Mrs. Brooks Tialted Cnba fbr the last time. The small stone 
tenement on her cofllae estate, Hermita, with a flight of stq>8 leaclinirto its entrance, 
in which she wrote portimia of Zophiel, is thns described by the Mithor of ** Notes on 
Cnba," who visited that island in 1843 : ** The little building is surrounded by all«ys 
of palms, cocoas, and oranges, interspersed with the tamarind, the pom^;ranate, the 
mangoe, and the rose-apple, with a background of coffee and plantains, covering 
ey^y portion of the soil with their luxuriant yerdure. I have often passed it," he 
continues, ** in the still night, when the moon was shining brightly, and the leaves 
of the cocoa and palm threw firinge-like shadows on the walls and the floor, and the 
elfln lamps of tba eocnlloa swept throvgh the windows and door, casting'thehr lurid, 
mysterious light on every object, while the air was laden with mingled perfhme from 
the coffee and orange, and the tabe>ro8e and night-bloomhilt ceres, and have though 
that no fitter birthplace could be found for the images she has created." 



* ** Mrs. Brooks is styled in * The Doctor,' &c, ' the most impassioned and most 
imaginative of all poetesses.' And, without taking into aeeonnt qwBdam ardeniiora, 
scattered here and there throughout her singular poem, there is undoubtedly ground 
for the first clause, and with the more accurate substltnticn of 'ftmcifal' for 
* imaginative^' for the whole of the eulogy. It is altogether an extraordinary per* 
formance."— XomfoA Qitarteiitf JSevi&e, 
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ROSALIE. 

VTiBHivoTOir Alutov. 

O, FOUR upon my soul again 
That sad unearthly strain. 

That seems from other worlds to plain ; 

Thus falling, falling from a£ax, 

As if some melancholy star 

Had mingled with her light her fdghs, 
And dropped them from her ^es. 

.No— never came from aught below 

This melody of wo, 
That makes my heart to overflow. 
As from a thousand gushing springs 
Unknown before ; t£it with it brings 
This nameless light — ^if light it be — 

That veils &e world I see. 

For all I see around me wears 
The hue of other spheres ; 
And something blent of smiles and tears 
Comes from the very air I breathe. 
O nothing, sure, the stars beneath, 
Can mould a sadness like to this— 
So like angelic bliss. 

So, at that dreamy homr of day, 
When the last lingering ray 
Stops on the highest cloud to play — 
So thought the gentle Rosalie, 
As on her maiden revery 
First fell the strain of him who stole 
In music to her soul. 



WHO HAS ROBB'D THE OCEAN CAVE. 

JoHH Shaw. Born 1778; died 1809. 

Who has robb'd the ocean cave, 

To tinge thy Hps with coral hue? 
Who, from India's distant wave, 
For thee those pearly treasures drew ? 
Who, from yonder orient sky. 
Stole the morning of thine eye ? 



I SWEAB TO LE^VE THEE, LOYE, NO MOBE. 9 

Thotuand charms thy fonn to deck, 

From sea, and earth, and air are torn ; 
Boses bloom upon thy cheek. 

On thy breath their fragrance borne. 
Guiurd thy bosom from the day, 
Lest thy snows should melt away. 

But one charm remains behind, 

Which mute earth can ne'er impart ; 
Nor in ocean wilt thou find, 
Nor in the circling air a heart ; 
Fairest, wouldst thou perfect be, 
Take, O, take that heart from me. 



I SWEAR TO LEAVE THEE, LOVE, NO MORE. 

WiLLUX LBaoiTT. Born 1802; died 1840. 

I TRUST the frown thy features wear 

Ere long into a smile will turn ; 
I would not that, a &ce so &ir 

As thine, beloved, should look so stem. 
The chain of ice that winter twines, 

Holds not for aye the sparkling rill. 
It melts away when summer shines, 

And leave the waters sparkling still. 
Thus let thy cheek resume the smile 

That shed such sunny light before ; 
And though I left thee for awhile, 

I'll swear to leav^ thee, love, no more. 

As he who, doomed o'er waves to roam. 

Or wander on a foreign strand. 
Will sigh whene'er he thinks of home. 

And better love his native land. 
So I, though lured a time away, 

Like bees by varied sweets to rove. 
Return, like bees, by close of day. 

And leave them all for thee, my love. 
Then let thy cheek resmne the smile 

That shed such sunny light before ; 
And though I left thee for awhile, 

I swear to leave thee, love, no more. 
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MY LIFE 18 LIKE THE SUMHVICIt ROSE. 

B. H. Wflun. lMftuie.hifjm AwMUur. 

My life is like the summer rase 

That opens to the momingsky, 
But ere the shades of eyening close, 

Is scattered on the ground, to die! 
Yet on the rose^s huipble bed 
The sweetest dews of night are shed^ 
As if she wept the waste to see — 
But none shall weep a tear for me ! 

Mylife is like the autumn leaf 

That trembles in the moon's pale ray, 
Its hold is frail — ^its date is brief, 

Restless — and soon to pass away ! 
Yet, ere that leaf shall fgdl and fade. 
The parent tree will mourn its shade, 
The winds bewail the leafless tree — 
But none shall breathe a sigh for me !- 

My life is like the prints, which feet 
Have left on Tampa's desert strand ; 

Soon as the rising tide shall beat, 
All trace will vanish from the sand; 

Yet, as if grieving to efEace 

All vestige of ^e human race, 

On that lone ^ore loud moans the sea — 

But none, alas ! shall mourn for me ! 



''TRUST IN THEE." 

G. Fbhtko HAffkah. 

" Trust in thee ? " Ay, dearest, there's no one but must. 
Unless truth be a fable, in such as thee trust ; 
For who can see heaven's own hue in those eyes, 
And doubt that truth with it came down from the skies ; 
While each thought of thy bosom, like morning's young light, 
Almost ere 'tis bom, flashes there on his sight? 

" Trust in thee ? " Why, bright one, thou couldst not betray, 
Whilp thy heart and thine eyes are forever at play 1 
And he who unloving can study the one, 
Is so certain to be by the other undone,. 
That if he cares aught for his quiet, he must,. 
*ke me, sweetest Mabt, in both of them trust. 



LOOK OUT XJFOir THS BXAB0. II 

SLEEP, CHILD OF MY LOVE I 

R. G. Savdsl Born 1799 ; died 1833. 

Si^EP, child of my love ! be thy slumber aa light 
As the red bird that nestles secure on the spray ; 

Be the yisions that yisit thee &iry and bright 

As the dew-drops that sparkle around with the ray ! 

O, Bofb flows the breath firom thine innocent breast ; 

In the wild wood, sleep cradles in roses thy head ; 
But her who protects thee, a wanderer unbless'd. 

He forsakes, or surrounds with his phantoms of dread. 

I fear for thy &ther ! why stays he so long 

On the shores wh^» the wife of the giant was thrown, 

And the sailor oft lingered to hearken her song; 
So sad o^er the wave, e^er she hardened to stone ? 

He skims the blue tide in his birchen canoe, 

Where the foe in the moonbeams his x>ath may descry ; 

The ball to its seope may speed rapid and true. 
And lost in the wave be thy fether's deatii-cry ! 

The Power that is round us — ^whose presence is near, 
In the gloom and the solitude felt by the soul, 

Protect that frail bark in its lonely career, 

And shield thee^ when roughly Ufe^s billows shall roll. 



LOOK OUT UPON THE STARS. 

£. C. PsriantT. 

Look out upon the stars, my love. 

And shame them with thme eyes. 
On which, than on the lights above. 

There hang more destinies. 
Night's beauty is the harmony 

Of blending shades and light ; 
Then, lady, up— look out and be 

A sister to the night ! 

Sleep not I thine image wakes for aye 

W ithin my watching breast : 
Sleep not ! — ^from her soft deep should fly. 

Who robs aU hearts of rest. 
Nay, lady, from thy slumbeis break, 

And make this darkness gay 
With looks, whose brightness well might make 

Of darker nights a day. 
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^ MARY. 

E. C. FiiTKNEr. 

I NEED not name thy t!irilling name, 

Though now I drmk to thee, my dear, 
Since all sounds shape that magic word. 

That fell upon my ear — ^Mary ; 
And silence, with a wakeful voice, 

Speaks it in accents loudly free. 
As darkness hath a light that shows 

Thy gentle fece to me — ^IVIary. 

I pledge thee in the grape^s pure soul, 

Witii scarce one hope, and many fears, 
Miz^d, were I of a melting mood, 

With many bitter tears — ^Mary. 
I pledge thee, and the empty cup 

Emblems this hollow life of mine. 
To which, a gone enchantment, thou 

No more wilt be the wine— Mary. 



I THINK OF THEE. 

G. D. Pbekuck. 

I THINK of thee when morning springs 
From sleep, with plumage bathed in dew, 

And, like a young bird, lifts her wings 
Of gladness on the welkin blue. 

And wl^en at noon the breath of love 
O'er flower and stream is wandering free. 

And sent in music from the grove, 
I think of thee — ^I think of thee. 

I think of thee, when, soft and wide. 
The evening spreads her robes of light. 

And, like a young and timid bride, 
Sits blushing in the arms of night. 

And when the moon's sweet crescent springs 
In light o'er heaven's deep, waveless sea, 

And stars are forth like blessed things, 
I think of thee — ^I think of thee. 

I think of thee — ^that eye of flame. 
Those tresses felling bright and free, 

That brow wh&re " Beauty writes her name," 
I think of thee — J. think of thee. 



LOVE XTNCHANGEABLE. IS 

THE WIDOW'S SONG. 

Edwasd C. TvnarwT, 

I BURN no incense, liang no wreath, 

O'er this, thine early tomb ; 
Such cannot cheer the place of death, 

But only mock its gloom. 
Here odorous smoke and breathing flower 

No grateful influence shed ; 
They lose their perfume and their power. 

When offered to the dead. 

And if, as in the Afghan's creed. 

The spirit may return, 
A disembodied sense, to feed 

On firagrance, near its urn — 
It is enough, that she, whom: thou 

Didst love in living years. 
Sits desolate beside it now. 

And fjEdls these heavy tears. 



LOVE UNCHANQEABLE. 

BuFUS Dawes. Born 1803. 

Yes ! still I love thee : — ^llme, who sets 

His signet on my brow, 
And dims my sunken eye, forgets 

The heart he could not bow ; — 
Where love, that could not perish, grows, 
For one, alas 1 that little knows 

How love may sometimes last ; 
like sunshine wasting in the skies, 

When clouds are overcast. 

The dew-drop, hanging o'er the rose, 

Within its robe of light. 
Can never touch a leaf that blows. 

Though seeming to the sight ; 
And yet it still mQ linger there. 
Like hopeless love without despair — 

A snow-drop in the sun ! 
A moment finely exquisite, 

Alas! but only one. 

I would not have thy married heart 

Think momently of me ; 
Nor would I tear the cords apart. 

That binds me so to thee. 
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No! while my thoughts seem pure and mild, 
Like dew upon the roses wild, 

I would not have thee know 
The stream that seems to be so bSSL, 

Has such a tide helow ! 

Enough 1 that in detidouB dieams 

I see thee and forget — 
Enough, that when the morning beams, 

I £^ my eyelids wet ! 
Yet, could I hope, when Time shaHiiBQl 
The darkness, for creation^s pall. 

To meet thee — and to love— 
I would not shrink dfrom aught below, 

Nor ask for more above. 



LIFT UP THE CURTAINS OF THINE EYES. 

J. BUSflUL LOWHSL. 



Lift up the curtains of thine eyes, 
And let their light outahine ; 

Let me adore the mystexies 
Of those mild orbs of thine. 

Which ever queenly calm do roll. 

Attuned to an -ordered soul ! 

n. 

Open thy eyes but once again. 
And, while my heart doth hush 

With awe, pour forth that holy stndn 
Which seemeth me to gush, 

A fount of music running o'er 

From thy deep spirit's inmost core 1 

nx. 

The melody that dwells in thee 

Begets in me as well 
A spiritual harmony, 

A mild and blessed sp^ ; 
Far, far above earth's atmosphere 
I rise, whene'er thy voice I hear. 



THY BMJJUB&. 15 

SHE LOVES, BUT 'T»S NOT ME. 

C. F. HovncAH. 

She loves, but ^tis not me ahelDveB : 

Not me on whom she pondera, 
When, in some dream of tendemeaB, 

Her tniant iaskcy -wandeira. 
The forms that flit her visions iifarongh 

Are like the Bhi^>eB of old, 
Where tales of pnnce and paladin 

On tapestry are told. 
Man may not hope her heart to win, 

Be his of common monld. 

JBnt J — ^tbcnigh spnzs axe won no more 

Where herald's tramp is pealing, 
Nor thrones carved out for lady fair 

Where steel-clad ranks are whoelmg"- 
I loose the Mcon of my hopes 

Upon as proud a flight 
As those who hawked at high renown 

In song-ennohled flght. 
If daring^ then, true love may crown. 

My iove she must xequite. 



THY SM1.LCS. 

C. Tbkso Uowaux. IMwiie 'b^Som, 

I KNOW I share thy. smiles with many. 

Yet still thy smiles are dear to me ; 
I know that I, &r less than any. 

Call out thy spirit's witchery ; 
But yet, I cannot help, when nigh thee. 

To seize upon each glance and tone. 
To hoard them in my heart when by thee, 

And count them o'er whene'er alone. 

But why, O, why, on aU thias squander ^ 

The treasures one alone can prize ? 
W^let the looks at random wander. 

Which beam iram those delu^ng eyes ? 
Those syren tones, so lightly spoken. 

Cause many a heart, I know, to thrill ; 
Bat imne,;and only mine, (till broken, 

In every ^idse must answer st3L 
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BEN BOLT.*,., 

Oh ! don't you remember sweet Alice, Ben Bolt- 
Sweet Alice with hair so brown — 

She wept with delight when you gave her a smile, 
And trembled with fear at yom* frown ? 

In the old churchyard in that valley, Ben Bolt, 
In a comer obscure and alone. 

They have fitted a slab of granite so gray » 
And sweet Alice lies under the stone. 

They have fitted, &c. 

Oh I don't you remember the wood, Ben Bolt, 

Near the green sunny slope of the hill. 
Where oft we have simg 'neath its wide spreading shade^ 

And kept time to the click of the mill ? 
The mill has gone to decay, Ben Bolt, 

And a quiet now reigns all around-^ 
See the old rustic porch, with its roses so sweet, 

Lies scattered and fallen to the ground. 

See the old rustic porch, &c. 

Oh I don't you remember the school, Ben Bolt, 

And the master so kind and so true. 
And the little nook by the clear running brook. 

Where we gather'd the flowers as they grew ? 
On the master's grave grows the grass, Ben Bolt, 

And the running Httle brook is now dry ; 
And of all the friends that were schoolmates then, 

There remains, Ben, but you and I. 

And of all the friends, &c. 



NO JOY I'LL SEE BUT IN THOSE SMILES. 

JosvFH A. Kuvsfl. [ Jftittc 5y BeUah 

Tll think of thee, that thought alone 

Can never from my memory flee ; 
In every breeze I'll fbid a tone 

That whispers naught but love and thee. 
And every sound that greets my ear, 

And every object that I see, 
Will be to me more sweet, more dear. 

When mingled with the thoughts of thee. 

long if almost b ''houiehold vord** In Great Britain. Th« eompoatr U 
vderlng mnaician, who at one time belonged to a itrolling troape of 
I'enaden." 



CAN CHABM ,BUT FOB A DAT. 17 

Should fortune. smile, and hope be bright, 

And from the world be nought' to fear ; 
Oh I what can add to that dehght 

But the one thought that thou art near? 
Then pleasure, with its thousand smiles, 

Win vainly strive this heart to free ; 
No joy m see but in those smiles, 

No rapture feel apart from thee. 



CAN CHARM BUT FOR A DAY. 

E. C. ElCBUXT. 

The maiden sat at her busy wheel, 
Her heart was light and free, 
And ever in cheerful song broke forth 

Her bosom^s harmless glee. 
Her song was in mockery of Love, 

And oft I heard her say, 
^^ The gathered rose and the stolen heart 

Can charm but for a day.*" 

I looked on the maid^s rosy cheek. 

And her lip so frill and bright. 
And I sighed to tfadnk that the traitc^, Love, 

Should conquer a heart so light. 
But she thought not of future days of woe. 

While she caroll'd in tones so gay, 
*^ The ^thered rose and the stolen heart 

Can charm but for a day." 

A year passed on, and again I stood 

By the humble cottage door ; 
The maid sat at her busy wheel, 

But her look was blithe no more ; 
The big tear stood in her downcast eye, 

And with sighs I heard her say, 
" The gathered rose and the stolen heart 

Can charm but for a day." 

O ! well I knew what had dimm'd her eye. 

And made her cheek so pale ; 
The maid had forgotten her early song. 

While she listened to Love's soft tale. 
She had tasted the sweets of his poison'd cup. 

It had wasted her lip away ; 
And the stolen heart, like the gathered rose. 

Had charmed but for a day. 
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ASK ME NOT WHY I SHOULD LOVr HER. 

0. Fini» Homuv. IMutie 0y Bern. 

Abk ms not iviiy I should loye her ; 

Look iipo]i.tlio0e aoul^foll eyai I 
Look, while mirth or feeling move Her^ 

And see there how sweetly rise 
ThouchtB gay and gentle from a breast. 
Which is of innocence the nest — 
Which, though each joy from it were shred^ 
By truth would still be tenanted. 

See, from those sweet windows peeping, 
Emotions tender, bright, and pure, 

And wonder not ihe Mth Pm keeping 
Every trial can endure ! 

Wonder not that looks so winning, 

Still for me new ties are spinning ; 

Wonder not that heart so true. 

Keeps mine from ever changing toa 



^ 



IS THY NAME 

0.. Wbhusu. Holhbs. 

Is thy name Mart, maiden &ir? 

Such should, metfainks, its music be ;, 
The sweetest name that mortals bear, 

Were best befitting thee ; 
And she to whom it once was given, 
Was half of earth, and^ half of heaven; 

I hear thy voice, I see thy smile,, 
I look upon thy folded hair ; 

Ah I while w« dream not, they beguiler 
Our hearts are in the ffliare ; 

And she who chains a wild bird's wing. 

Must start not if her captive sing. 

So, lady, like the leaf liiat fUls,. 

To all but thee unseen, unknown, 
When evening shades thy stent vradlst- 

Then read it all alone ; 
Li stiUneBB read, in darkness seal, 
Forget, despise, but not. reveal I 



SWEET nOPTHEB, WHY lJS9Ka,' J£WAY7 ]# 

TIW kWOflLIT ALL LOVE BeFOfIB TMK 

E^ A. BdfK 

I SAirtfaee cm thy bridal day — 

When a bundiig blmdi came o'/^r ttiee, 
Though haiipinen aronnd thee lay^ 

The wcaM all love befoie thee ; 
And in thine eye a kindling light. 

(Whatever it might be) 
Was all on earth my aching sight 

Of lovelinesB could see. . 

That blnsh, perhaps, was maiden shame*— 

As such it well may pass — 
Though its glow hath raised a* ^ensBc fiame 

In the breast of him^ alas ! 
Who saw thee on that bridal day<, 

When that deep blush ivotdd oome^a^er thee, 
Though happineBB aronnd thee li^y^ 

The world all love before thee. 



SWEET MOTHER, WHY LINGER AWAY? 

Mother, sweet mother^, why linger awsy? 
Voices in sorrow are chiding thy stay ; 
Sad is our dwelling- uid cheerless ouchearth^; 
Faded our eadii star and silent our mirtlL. 
Come to Ihy home 'neath ihe wideHspceading'pine ; 
Strangers have taken the place that was thine ; 
Love's tender accents no longer we hear.,. 
Come to us, mother,, thou only art dear. 

Loya's tender aooents, &c. 

Lone is the spot where they've laid thee to rest, 
Cold is thesod'they haiw heap'd on thy brent ; 
Why hast thou leftr us heartbroken to we^ ? 
Say, wilt thou never awake from thy deep ?>* 
Was it thy hand gentry laid on- our brow? 
Speak to us, molhep'— oh !: speak to us now.. 
Art thou in heaven? there, there would we^be ; 
When shall we come, dearest mother^ to thee ? 

Alt t^ou in heaven, &c. 

B 2 
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WHEN OTHER FRIENDS ARE ROUND THEE. 

Otok<» P^ Mobsh. IJlmk hp Chariet ffom. 

When other Mends axe round thee, 

And other hearts are thine ; 
When other bays have crown'd thee, 

More fresh and green than mine. 
Then think how ssul and lonely 

This doating heart will be^ 
Which, while it tlux>bs, throbs only, 

Beloved one, for thee 1 

Yet do not think I doubt thee, 

I know thy truth remains ; 
I would not live without thee. 

For all the world contains : 
Thou art the star that guides me,. 

Along lifers troubled sea, 
And w£itever fate betides me, 

This heart still turns to thee. 



SOME THINGS LOVE ME. 

T. BuGHi.iri.N Read. 

All within and all without me 

Feel a melancholy thrill : 
And the darknefls hangs about me. 

Oh, how still 1 
To my feet the river glideth 

Through the shadow, sullen dark ; 
On the stream the white moon rideth. 

Like a bark. 
And the linden leans above me, 

Till I think some things there be • 
In this dreary world that love me, 
Even me I 

Grentle flowers are springing near me. 
Shedding sweetest breath around ; 
Countless voices rise to cheer me. 
From the ground. 
And the lone bird comes — ^I hear it. 

In the tall and windy pine. 
Pour the sadness of its spirit 
Into mine; 



THE BECONCIUATIOK. JI 

There it swings and singB above me^ 
Till I think some things there be 
In this dreary world that love me, 
Even me I 

Now the moon hath floated to me, 

On the stream I see it sway, 
Swinging, boat-like, as 'twould woo me 

Far away. 
And the stars bend from the azure, 

/ could reach them where I lie, 
And they whisper all the pleasure 

Of the sky. 
There they hang and smile above me 

Till I think some things there be 
In the very heavens that love me, 
Even me I 



THE RECONCILIATION^ 

B. T. GomuD* 

13'at, love, let me soothe these emotions to rest ; 

Who worth this bright tear in your eye ! 
May this kiss quell the terrors that throb in your breast, 

And quiet that tremulous sigh. 
You know that I love you. Glad years have gone by 

Since I first sealed that love on your brow ; 
Yet believe me, my mourner, and quiet l^t sigh, 

I love you more fervently now. 
I^ay, love, let me soothe these emotions to rest ; 

Who worth this bright tear in your eye ! 
May this kiss quell the terrors that throb in your breast. 

And quiet that tremulous sigh. 

What, though I be wayward and wilful at times, 

You know that the warmest of skies, 
That fondly bends over the lovliest climes* 

Is the wildest when tempests will rise. 
I am true to you ever ; my feelings still flow 

lake a full river's waves to the sea ; 
Though the rude wiad may ruffle its surface, below 

Its tides set for ever to thee. 
You smile, and love's stars beam again from our sky. 

The gloom of a moment to light : 
Yet but for that sorrow, unknown were this joy ; 

And those stars are unseen, but for night. 



M BOOK €iF jmaaacAJx jsofras. 



4 CA1WOT FORQET THCE. 
*C. C. BcwLBrai. 

I CANNOT forget fhee ! iifay spirit islier&-^ 
Uxiseen and imheard thou art still ever near ; 
Though 6B,y% may hove pamoH amce together we met. 
Thine image still haunts me — I cannot forget. 

When the soft sighing breeze wafte its melodies near, 
Thy voice sweetly warbling in.-fency I hear ; 
When bright loving visions at even-time gleam, 
I see thee before me in Love's golden dream. ' 

O'er my heart thy bright hnage its hnpress hath made: 
That impress nor absence, nor distance shall ieAe ; 
But here in my soul wiU I cherish ihee yet, — 
rhave seen thee and loved thee-^I cannot &rget. 



SPEAK T€NDBR WORDS. 



Speak tender words, mine own beloved, to me ; 

Call me thy lily — ^thy imperial one. 
That, like the Persian, breathes adoringly 

Ite fragrant wciriiij) ever to the «m. 

Speak tender words, lest doubt with me prenrail ; 

-Call me thy rose — ^thy queen rose! thnrnfid apart. 
That all unheedfiil of the nightingale, 

Eolds dose ihe dew within her buming.hiUBt. 

For thou art the sun that makes my heaven &ir, 
Thy love, ihe blest dew that sustains mehfice ; 

And like ihe plant that hath its root in^, 
I only live within thy atmosphere. 

Look on me with those soul-illumined eyes, 
And murmur low in love's entrancing tonsB^- 

Methinks the angel-lute of paradise. 
Had never voice so thrilling as ifaiue own ! 

Say I am dearer to thee than renown, 

' My praise more treasured than the world's acclaim : 
.Call me thy laurd — ^thy victorious crown. 

Wreathed in unfading glory round thy name. 

Breathe low to me each pure, enraptured thought. 

While thus thy arms my trusting heart entwine : 
Call me by all fond meanings love hath wxoiight, 
But oh, lanthis, ever call me thine I 



THE flHMS or U>V£. 

LoYE never out of likeneaB springB, 

Joymamesjiottojcgr; 
The strong unto the gentle clingB, 

The maiden to the boy. 
Around the oak the ivy. twines, 

The granite fronts the aea^ 
Each to itB opposite inclines, 

Hy strange affinity. 

The star into the deep looks down, 

The deep dreams of the star.; 
Nor distance nor decay are knowi^. 

Where love and longing are. 
Who shall the mysteiy uofold, 

That maketh hearts agree? 
The secret never will be told, 

That bindeth thee to me. 



THE STAR OF LOVE.* 

Gbo. p. Moskbs. ZMutie kg W, V. Waliuce. 

The star of love now shines aibixve, 

Cool zephyrs crisp the sea ; 
Among the leaves the wind^horp weaves 

Its serenade for thee. 
The star, the breeze, the wave, the trees, 

Their minstrelsy unite, 
But all are drear till thou appear, 

To decorate the^night 

The light of noon streams from the moon, 

Though with a nulder ray, 
0*er hill and grove, like woman's love, 

It cheers us on our way. 
Thus all that^s bright, the moon, the night,. 

The heavens, the earth, the sea, 
Exert their powers to bless the hourg 

We dedicate to thee. 

We often hear fhtBllttletomrtfatfiltii' on the piauM w«tt of Temple Bar. The 
eompoier of ** Maritaiia " .luKoet it to* pleMing«ir. 
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OH I BEAUTIFUL ART THOU. 
Mm. Oiooo»» 

Oh! beautiful art thou bb glowing mom, 

When, from her dewy, rose- wreathed, orient bower^ 
She flings to every cloud beside her borne, 

To wann its heart of snow, a blushing flower. 
And thou art graceful as the jasmine spray, 

Waved to .^lian melody in air ; 
And free and joyous as a rivulet^s play, 

And true as Truth, and pure as holy prayer. 

Pve wreathed with heart-flowers many a beauty^s shrine, 

And poured, in song, the soul of passion there"; 
But oh T that melody and bloom divine 

Were worse than wasted on the false as fair« 
To thee — ^to thee — ^with pilgrim heart I turn ; 

To thee my lute I fondly tune again ; 
Of thee lovers sweet and glowing lore I*U learn. 

Thy starlight smiles edmU be ms beaming chain. 



THEY WERE GATHERED FOR A BRIDAL. 

B. P. SuiTH. ISeteral Compcter$» 

They were gathered for a bridal, 

I knew it by their hue — 
Fair as the summer moonlight 

Upon the sleeping dew, 
From their fair and fiedry sisters 

They were borne without a sigh, 
For one remembered evening 

To blossom and to die. 

They were gathered for a bridal. 

And fastened in a wreath; 
But purer were the roses 

Than the heart that lay beneath ; 
Yet the beaming eye was lovely, 

And the coral Hp was fair, 
And the gazer looked and asked not 

For the secret hidden there. 

They were gathered for a bridal, 
Where a thousand torches glistened. 

When the holy words were spoken. 
And the false and faithless listened 



^^ THERS WAS A BOSS.*' 25 

And answered to the tow 

Which another heart had taken : 
Yet he was present there— 

The once loved, the forsaken I 

They were gathered for a bridal, 

Aid now, now they are dying, 
And young Loye at the altar 

Of broken faith is sighing. 
Their smnmer life was stainkss, 

And not like hers who wore them : 
They are fiEided, and the flEureweU 

Of beauty lingers o'er them ! 



"THERE WAS A ROSE."^ 

Simjl J. Clmmxm, 

Thebe was a rose that blushing grew 

Within my life's young bower ; 
The angels sprinklea holy dew 

Upon the olessed flower : 
I glory to resign it, love, 

Though it was dear to me ; 
Amid thy laurels twine it, love, 

It only blooms for thee. 

There was a rich and radiant gem 

I long kept hid from sight, 
Lost from some seraph's diadem — 

It shone with heaven's own light ! 
The world could never tear it, love, 

That gem of gems frx)m me ; 
Yet on mj fond breast wear it, love. 

It only shines for thee. 

There was a bird came to my breast. 

When I was very young ; 
I only knew that sweet bird's nest, 

To me she only sung : 
But ah I one summer day, love, 

I saw that bird depart ; 
The truant flew thy way, love, 

And nestled in thy heart. 

* The authoress of this song sometimes shelters herself onder the enphonlotis 
nom d€ plume of ** Grace Greenwood." The American ladles are fond of rostic nominal 
flctionsy and uroaUj select them with great taste. 
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COME TO ME, L'O 

'Mm. SiCBinu. 

lAdapUd to uvma pcftOar EHgUth MOoditt. 

Come to me, loTe ; forget each Bordid duty 
That chaiDB thy footstep^ to the crowded mart, 

Gome, look with me upon earth's smmner beauty, 
And let its influence cheer thy weary heart. 

Come to me, love ! 

Come to me, lore ; the Yoice of song is swelling 

From nature's harp in every vari^ tone. 
And many a yoice of bird and bee is telling 

A tale of joy amid the forests, love. 

Come to me, love I 

Come to me, love ; my heart can never doubt thee, 

Yet for thy sweet companionship I pine ; 
Oh, never more can joy be joy without thee, 

My pleasures, even as my hfe, are thine. 

Come to me, love ! 



SUMMER IN THE HEART. 

Epu Saboeast, 

The cold blast at the casement beats, 
The window-panes are white ; 

The snow whirls through the empty streets- 
It is a dreary night I 

Sit down, old Mend, the wine-cups wait, 
Fill to o'erflowing, fill! 

Though winter howleth at the gate. 
In our hearts 'tis simuner still. 

For we full many summer joys 

And creenwood sports have shared, 
When, nree and ever-roving boys. 

The rocks, the streams we dared ! 
And as I look upon thy face — 

Back, back, ere years of ill, 
Myheart flies to that happy place. 

Where it is summer still. 

Yes, though, like sere leaves on ihe ground, 

Our early hopes are strown. 
And cherish'd flowers lie dead around. 

And singing birds are flown. 



UABIOSr HAX. 27 

The^'VieidiiEe is not fiuied quite, 

JSTot mute all toneB that thrill ; 
Farcfleeiiig, hearing thee to-night. 

In my heurt 7tia summer stiS. 

Fill up I the oMen time comes back. 

With light and life once more ; 
We scan the future^s sunny track, 

Erom youth's enchanted shore ! 
The lost return. Through fields of bloom 

We wander at our will ; 
Gone is the winter'fl angry glooi 

In our hearts lis summer still. 



MARION MA Y.* 

HOWABX> Fadx.. 

O ! Mabion May, donH you loTe to loc^ baokwazd, 

And think of youth's dearly-loy'd frolicsome days ; 
Our hearts were than firesh as the dew on the roaes, 

Our footsteiB asli^ as the music of fiiys. 
O ! don't you remember where often we rambled, 

And watched the mill-wheel wildly dashing around, 
And how the pure stream brightly flash'd in the sunlight. 

And flung the cold drops on the blossomiog ground? 

And, Marion May, you can ne'er have forgotten 

The lessons we learned at the old willow-tree. 
With sweet summer sounds all around to allure us, 

The thrush, and the hum of the musical bee ; 
The hundreds of games at the swing on the hillock — 

The sports every mom 'neath the wide-spreading vine— 
The quairel I had with you once in the wild-wood. 

For liking my brother's ^es better than mine. 

Dear Marion May, we have known the heart's sorrow. 

Since those happy days have flown rapidly past; 
We've tossed on an ocean of tumult and trouble. 

And found the nest morrow as dork as the last. 
Tet bright are the hopes that from sorrow we've gamer'd, 

And rich are the joys that our memories store ; 
Our hearts are still glowing with life's sweetest pleasures. 

Though childhood's ^fond days, like its flow'rs, are no more. 

^'TbRBiB an «dithm ofthU wonts published in London Iiy CteppoU, Bond- 
Atfott . 'Stomnite is by Gooxse-liinlejr. 
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BELIEVE ME, 'TIS NO PANQ.* 

Ms«. OsoooD. IMmrie b]f Benitri^ 

Believe me, ^tis no pang of jealous pride 

That bring? these tears I know not how to hide ; 

I only grieve because — ^because — ^I see 

Thou £id*Bt not all thy heart demands in me. 

I only grieve that others, who care less 

For tiiy dear love, thy lightest wish may bless ; 

That while to them thou^rt nothing — all to me. 

They may a moment minister to thee ! 

Ah 1 if a fairy ^s magic might were mine, 
rd joy to change with each new wish of thine ; 
Nothing to all the world beside Td be, - 
And everything thou lov'st in turn to thee ! 
Pliant as clouds, that haunt the sun-god stilly 
I*d catch each ray of thy prismatic will ; 
I'd be a flower — a wild, sweet flower I'd be — 
And sigh my very life away for thee. 

I'd be a gem, and drink light from the sun, 
To glad tiiee with, if gems thy fancy won ; 
Were birds thy joy, I'd light with docile glee 
Upon thy hand, and shut my wings for thee ! 
Could a wild wave thy glance of pleasure meet, 
I'd lay my crown of spray-pearls at thy feet ; 
Or could a star delight thy neart, I'd be 
The happiest star that ever look'd on thee. 

K music lured thy spirit, I wouM take 
A lute's aerial beauty for thy sake ; 
And float into thy soul, till I could see 
How to become aJl melqdy to thee. 
The weed, that by the garden blossom grows, 
Would, if it could, be glorious as the rose ; 
It tries to bloom — ^its soul to light aspires, 
The love of beauty every fibre fires. 

And /—no luminous cloud floats by above. 

But wins at once my envy and my love, 

So passionately wild this thirst in me. 

To be all beauty and all crace to thee. 

Alas I I am but woman, fond and weak, 

Without even power my proud, pure love to speak. 

But oh I by all I fail in, love not me 

For what I am, but what I wish to be. 

* A portion only of the abore exquisite lines bare been set to mnaie,1mt<* w» 
eonld not find it In onr heart," as Goldsmith says, to glre the reader die garbl«A 
We therefore present it complete, as we flod it in the TOlnme of eolleetetf 
of Mrs. Embury. 



MY WIFE^S KISS. 29 

TH£ ROSE AND THE DEW-DROP. 

She bent o'er her rose, for the night-gloom had gone, 

And the dew-drop that blushed in its beautiAil breast 
Caught the dawn's rising radiance, and trembled and shone, 

As the fresh morning's zephyr its petals caressed. 
*^ lake the dew-drop," she said, ^* in the heart of this flower, 

Is loTe when it first round the fond bosom twines, 
And catches the bright tints of life's early hour, 

And joys as it trembles, and shrinks as it shines." 

Again she was there ; but the sun from on high 

Looked down with a glowing and passionate glare ; 
Ah, the dew-drop was gone ! and the rose, 'neafii his eye. 

Drooped sadly and funtly, but fragrantly, there. 
^^ And thus, ever thus, when its morning is gone. 

Is the &te of the heart," she exclaim^ wi^ a sigh, 
** And the wild joys of love which bloom bright in the dawn, 

In the fi.erce neat of passion, droop, wither, and die ! " 



MY WIFE'S KISS.* 

B. T. ConLLs. 

The night-breeze sways softty my dew-matted hair, 

And the stars with the bright billows lazily play ; 
No sound, save the streamlet, vibrates in the aur. 

Yet vainly my lone couch would woo me away. 
That couch now is sad ; slumber courts it in vain ; 

Too wild is this leal bosom's love-lighted strife ; 
And memory still waters, with tear-drops, its chain, 

AM asks for the smile and the kiss of my wife. 

My first and my only love, years have flown by, 

Long years of a passion, how blissful, how blest ; 
Yet love beams as fond, as at first, from my sky, 

To swell, sway, and brighten the tides of my breast. 
Though hope may desert me, and youtJi may grow gray, 

And time steal away all that now lightens life, 
No feite can impair, and no age can decay. 

The joys of tlie smile and the kiss of my wife, 

* Tbtt tnthor of this toag ia a distingaisbed politieUn of Philadelphia, and has 
hdd sereral important public offices in that city. He is likewise the author of 
Tarions plays of conslderahle popularity. 
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i: LOOKEO MOT-I SIGHID NOT. 

I lqox'd not — ^I sighed not — ^T dared' not betey; 
The wild'stonn of feeling- that strove to have ws^^ 
For I knew that each sign of the sorrow TMt 
Her sonl to fresh pity and passion wonld melt;. 
And cahn was my voice, and averted my eyes,. 
As I parted fiom aU tibat in being I prize. 

I pined but one moment tibat fbim to infbld, 

Yet the hand that touched hers like the marble was .cold. 

I heard her voice Mter a timid farewell, 

Nor trembled, though soft on my spirit it fell ; 

And she knew not--^e dream'd not — the anguish of soul 

Which only my pity for her could control. 

It is overi-4iie loveliest dream, of delight 

That ever illumined a wanderer^s ni^t ; 

Yet one gleam of comfort will light^ mymsfii 

Though mournful and desolate ever I stray ; 

It is uiis, that to her — ^to my idol I spared, 

The pang that her love could have soften'd and shared. 



A' THOUGHTLESS WOAIX 

BKIU. 0. ElfSDHT. 

When like a fairy scene,, in youth, 

The untried world is spread beforeus,, 
When &n(^ wears the ^rb of tenth,, 

And sunny skies ace shining o'er us ;: 
When never yet a dream of woe 

The heart's .deep sympathies have stirred,. 
How littiie then qui: spirits know 

The avils of a liioughtless word. 

When one by one our joys depart,. 

When hope no more e^ch bright hour, meaann^ 
When, like a Mobe, the heart 

Sits lonely 'mid its perished treasures ;; 
When far from human aid we turn. 

And human comfort is unheard. 
Oh 1 then how Bittedy we learn 

The anguish of a thoughtless woidi 



AQZCE. SI 



r A nr E w E L L . 

JKkB. OMOOir. 

Wb parted, cold and worldlj- e^eA' 

Upon that parting &11, 
And iH&vely we kept backonr sighfi,- 

And calmly said, Farowell I 
Butthe]» are looks we learned of Loye,. 

That only Love can read,. 
And, like the flash from doud to dond, 

From heart to heart they speed. 

Yea I in one eloquent glance thy sonl,. 

On mugs of light, to mine 
In wild andipasnonate sovrow stole,: 

And whispered words divine- 
Heaven's bleflBongs on tiiat royal heart, 

That thus could lavish feeling ! 
'Twas almost sweet, liiough sad to part, 

Omr silent love reveahng. 



ALICE. 

AuoiSPGt the grasBFy dope I at^ 

And dream of o^er yeaxs ; 
My heart is full of sofb segrefts,. 

Mine eyes of tender tears J. 
The wild beea hummed about the spot, 

The sheep-bells tinkled &r, 
Last year when Alice sat with me 

Beneath the evening star. 

The same sweet star is o'erme now. 

Around,. the- same soft Bowers, 
Blit Alice moulders in the dtist. 

With all the last year's flowers ! 
I fflt alone, and only hear 

The vdld bees on the steep, 
And distant bells that seem to float 

Iboom. out l^ie folds of sleep!' 
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THE BEAM ON THE WATERS. 

R. T. COSBAD. 

It was eve, and her planet shone down in the dell, 
As I stood by the rock where the mountain stream fell. 
And watched the pale beam on the wave where it smiled, 
So tremblingly true and so meltingly mild : 
And I said, like that Inllow, thus bright from above, 
Is the heart that is lighted by woman^s true love ; 
Though rocks and though ruin his pathway may fill, 
She shares in his sorrows and smiles on him still ! 

But a wave, 'mid the rocks, in the rage of the stream, 
From its turbulent breast spumed the tremulous beam ; 
Yet when the spent billow sank sobbing to rest, 
That fond beam returned to its still heaving breast. 
When terrors assail us, or wild passions move, 
O thus, ever thus, 'tis with woman^s true love ; 
She is wronged — she is spumed — ^yet she loves not the less, 
But weeps while she watches to brighten and bless I 



BLESS THEE.* 

Mbs. Hewitt. 

I MAT not break the holy spell 

Thy beauty wove around me, 
TLQ time shall loose the silver cord 

That long to earth hath bound me. 
I see thee ^lile on loftier ones, 

And mark the proud caress thee ; 
Yet when my lips would ope to curse, 

They never £eu1 to bless thee. 

One memory round me everywhere, 

One task in silence set me — 
Thee ever, ever thinking on. 

And stnving to forget thee. 
And though the ever-goading thought 

To madness thus oppress me, 
I may not curser-I cannot hate — 

My heart still whispers, ^^ Bless thee I '' 

* The anthoress of this pretty lyric produced in 1846 a selectton of her poems, 
under the Utle of ** Songs of onr Land." She writes with ferrour and paaeion. 



^TWOULD SOONER BREAK THAN BENB TO THEE! 3S 

^ I CANNOT FORGET HIM« 

HSS. 08O0OI>. 

1! CANNOT forget him ! IVe lock'd tip mj bdoI ; 
But not till luB image deep, deep in it stole. ' 
I cannot forget him ! The future can cast 
No flower bdbre me so sweet as the past. 
I turn to my books ; but his voice, nch and rare. 
Is blent with the genius that speaks to me there. 

I tune my wild lyre ; but I think of the praise. 
Too precious, too dear, which he lent to my lays. 
I cannot forget him! Itrytobegay, 
To quell the wild sorrow that rises alway ; 
But wilder and darker it swells, as I try : 
If heaven could forget him, so never can 1 1 

I cannot forget him ! I love him too well! 
His smile was endearment, his whisper a speU. 
I fly from his presence ; alas! it is vain; 
I see him — ^I heslr him — he^s with me again ! 
He haunts me forever ; I worship him yet ; 
Oh ! idle endeavour ! I cannot forget* 



'TWOULD SOONER BREAK THAN BEND TO THEE I 

Fbancu S. Osgood^ 

Should all who throng, with gift and song, 
jr And for my favour Snd the knee, 

Forsake the shrine they deem divine, 

I would not stoop my soul to thee. 
The lips that breathe the burning vow, 

By lalsehood base unstained must be ; 
The heart to which mine own shall bow. 

Must worship honour more than me. 

The monarch of a world wert thou, 

And I a slave on bended knee. 
Though tyrant chains my form might bow, 
. My sold should never stoop to thee. 
iJntn its hour shall come, my heart 

I will possess, serene and free ; 
Though snared to ruin by thine art, 

'Twould sooner break than bend to thee 

c 
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MY MOTHER.^ 

Emilt £. JimaoN. 

Give me mj old seat, mother, 

With my head upon thy knee ; 
IVe paflB^d through many a changing scene, 

Since thus I sat by thee. 
Oh ! let me look into thine eyes — 

Their me^, soft, loving light 
Falls, like a gleam of holiness. 

Upon my heart to-night. 

IVe not been long away, mother, 

Few sun^s have rose and set. 
Since last the tear-drop on thy cheek 

My lips in kisses met. 
*Tis but a Httle time, I know, 

But very long it seems, 
Though every night I came to thee, 

Dear mother, in my dreams. 

The world has kindly dealt, mother, 

By the child thou lov'st so well ; 
Thy prayers have circled roimd her path, 

And 'twas their holy spell 
Which made that path so dearly bright, 

Which strew'd the roses there, 
Which gave the light, and cast the balm, j 

On every breath of air. j 

I bear a happy heart, mother, 

A happier never beat ; 
And even now new buds of hope 

Are bursting at my feet. 
Oh, mother ! life may be "a dream," 

But if such dreams are given. 
While at the portals thus we stand. 

What are the trutJis of heaven ! 

I bear a happy heart, mother. 

Yet when fond eyes I see. 
And hear soft tones and winning words, 

I ever think of thee. 

* The authoress of these touching rerses has written many popular papers under 
the pseudonyme of Fanny- Forester. She resided serenJ years in India with her 
hnahand, the Rev. ttr. Judaon, who is a devout missionary. 



I SAID, THOtTGH ALL THE WORLD BESIDE. 85 

And then the tear my qoirit weeps, 

Unbidden fills my eye ; 
And, like a homeless dove, I long 

Unto thy bosom to fly. 

Then^ I am very sad, mother, 

Pm very sad and lone ; 
Oh ! there^s no heart, whose inmost fold 

Opes to me like thine own ! 
Though sonny smiles wreathe blooming Ups, 

While love's tones meet my ear, 
My mother, one fond glance of thine 

Ware thousand tunes more dear. 

Then with a closer dasp, mother, 

Now hold me to thy heart ; 
IJd fed it beating 'gainst my own, 

Once more before we part. 
And, mother, to this loye-lit spot, 

Wlien I am far away, 
Come oft — too oft thou canst not come— 

And for thy darling pray. 



I SAID, THOUGH ALL THE WORLD BESIDE. 

Mrs. Osgood. 

I SAID, Though all the world beside 

Should Ml me, he is true ; 
And Fate that only hope denied, 

And thou hast left me too ! 
I said, If ever beat on earth 

A heart where honour shone — 
The home of high and generous worth — 

That true heurt is thme own. 

When -wildest was my soul's despair, 

When deepest was my need 
Of tenderness, and truth, and care, 

Beneath me broke the reed, 
A darker wrong than others could 

. Thy falsehood wrought to me ; 
All fjBath, all hope in human good, 
My idol, fled with thee. 

O 2 
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QO, THEN, FOR EVER. 

MB8. Omood. 

. Go, then, for ever ! since your heart 

Can stoop to one so light, so yain ; 
Though hope must peri£ if we part. 

With cahn resolve I break the chain. 
Go, then, for ever ; at the shrine 

Of beauty bend that noble brow, 
Pour forth the love I deem'd divine, 

And more than waste wild Fassion^s vow. 

Yes, yes ! her eyes are stars of night ; 

Her cheek, a rose in dainty bloom ; 
Her radiant smile, the moming^s light ; 

Her sigh, the violet's soft perfume. 
Go, then, for ever ; leave the soul , 

From which your lightest look or tone — 
As zephyr o'er the air-harp stole — 

Could wake a music all your own. 

Leave, leave me with my breaking heart ; 

If grief would let me, I could smile 
To see an idle toy of art 

So grand a soul as yours beguile. 
But when, through beauty's veil of light. 

You sedL in vain for feeling's fire, 
Eemember one whose day is night, 

Who brefliks for you her heart and lyre f 



HE CAME TOO LATE.* 

Mlf8 BOGABT. 

He came too late! Neglect had tried 

Her constancy too long ; 
Her love had yielded to her pride. 

And the deep sense of wrong. 
She scorned the offering of an heart 

Which lingered on ite way, 
Till it could no delight impart, 

Nor sprea<i one cheering ray. 

* The authoress of this song isaladj of wealth. Fortunate Hiss Bogart! ah* 
inrokcs the Muses at her leisure. 



HER FIRST SMILE. ^7 

He came too late ! at once he felt 

That all his power was o^er ! 
Indifference in her calm smile d welt. 

She thought of him no more. 
Anger and grief had passed away, 

Her heart and thoi^ts were free ; 
She met him, and her words were gay, 

No spell had memory. 

He came too late ! the subtle chords 

Of love were all unbound. 
Not by offence of spoken words, 

But by the slights that woimd. 
She knew that life held nothing dow 

That could the past repay, 
Yet she disdained his taniy yow, 

And coldly turned away. 

He came too late ! her countlees dreams 

Of hope had long since flown ; 
No charms dwelt in his chosen themes, 

Nor in his whispered tone. 
And when, with word and smile, he tried 

Affection still to prove, 
She nerved her heart with woman^s pride, 

And spumed his flckle love. 



HER FIRST SMILE. 
Mbs. Osoooo. 

It came to my heart, like the first gleam of morning, 

To one who has watch'd through a long dreary night ; 
It flew to my heart, without prelude or warning, 

And wakened at once there a wordless delight. 
That sweet pleading mouth, and those eyes of deep azure. 

That gaz^ into ^6 80 Imploringly 4d; ^ 

How fednt o^er them floated the light of that pleasure, 

Like sunshine o^er flowers, that the night-mist has clad ! 

Until that golden moment, her soft, fairy features, 
Had seemed like a suffering seraph^s to me ; 

A stray child of heaven^s, amid earth^s coarser creatures. 
Looking back for her lost home that still she eould see» . 

But now„ inHhat first smile, resigning the vision. 
The soul of my loved one replies to mine own ; 

Thank God for that moment of sweet recognition, 

• That over my heart like the morning light shone ! 
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''SHE WILL BE MY OWN.'^ 

The walk of Cadiz front the shore, 

And shimmer on the sea ; 
Her merry maids are beautifal, 

But light as light can be. 
Th^ drop me biHets through the post^ 

They meet me in the square, 
And eyen follow me to mass, 

And lift their veils in prayer. 

But all their smiles and wanton arts 

Are thrown away on me ; 
My heart is now an English girVs, 

And she is o*er the sea. 
My English love is o^er the sea, 

But ere a month is flown. 
The S^Mmish maids will be as &r, 

And she will be my own. 



I SUNG TO HIM.* 

MsSk Hall. 

I SUNG to him ! I dream he hears 

The song he used to love ; 
And oft t^t bleased fancy cheers, 

And bears my thoughts above. 
Ye say, *tis idle thus to dream — 

But why belieye it so? 
It IS the spirit^s meteor gleam, 

To soothe the pang of woe. * 

Love gives to nature^s voice a tone 

That true hearts understand — 
The sky, the earth, the forest lone. 

Are peopled by his wand ; 
Sweet &ncies all our pulses thiiU, 

While gazing on a nowar. 
And from the gentle whispering riU 

Are heard the words of power. 

* The AmericaajpoeteBset are fond of eolonring the iraters of their ipotgf wtth a 
ttoge of sadnesk They aeem to revel in a lyrie Inziirj of grief. 



'tl9 but thee, loye, only thee. so 

J breathe 'the dear and cherished name, 

And long-lOBt scenes arise ; 
life's gloTving landscape spreads tlie same, 

The same Hope's kindling skies. 
The Yiolet bank, the moss-fringed seat, 

Beneath the drooping tree. 
The clock that chimed the hour to meet, 

My buried k>Ye, with thee. 

Oh ! these are all before me, when 

In &ncy'B resdma I rove ; 
Why urge me to the world again ? 

Why say the ties of loye, 
That death's cold, cruel grasp has riren, 

Unite no more below? 
Ill sing to him ; for though in hearen, 

He surely heeds my woe. 



^^ — 

'TIS BUT THEE, LOVE, ONLY THEE. 

Louisa. S. M *Coxd. 

Whebe the sunbeam glanceth brightest, 
There, my love, I think oh thee ; 

Where the summer breeze is lightest. 
Still of thee, and only thee. 

-Where the gently murmuring stream 

Lulls to soft and placid dream. 

Who forever lingers near me? 

Who but thee, love? only thee ! 

And if fear, or dark misgiving, 

Hover round with evening's gloom, 
Fancy's tissues darkly weaving. 
Tracing sorrows yet to come ; 
Still one shadow lingering near. 
Even scenes like these are dear — 
Who the angel hovering near me ? 
Who but thee, love ? only thee ! 

Thus in hope, and thus in sarrow. 
Fancy paints thy shadow near. 
Thou the brightner of each morrow, 

Tbou the soother of each care. 
And the sun which gives me light, 
And the star which gilds my night. 
And the lingering hope to cheer me, 
Tis but thee, love, only thee I 
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FOR THEE, LOVE, FOR THEE. 

Mu. OsaooD. 

As the bud lingers and looks for the spring, 
For her light &igers to open its wing ; . 
Folding up proudly its fKsh dew and bloom, 
Wistfully noarding its holy perfume ; 
All unelated by sunbeam or bee — 
So my heart waited, looking for thee. 
As the waves darkle till dawning of day, 
Then with its sparkle go dancing away. 

Silent in sorrow, or reckless in glee, 
So my wild spirit watched, darling I for thee. 
As the bird hushes its love-leaving breast 
Till summer blushes about its warm nest — 
Dreaming and sleeping 'neath winter^s control, 
Timidly keefong its song in its soul — 
So have I kept, dear, my heart-music free, 
So love has slept, dear, waiting for thee. 

As the bark breathlessly floats for the gale 
That slulU give life to its latlguishing sail. 
So my heart panted thy bark, love, to be— 
So it lay idle, asking for thee. 
As the star listens for night stealing up, 
Ere the fire glistens within its gold cup, 
Hiding till l£en in the air^s azure sea, 
So my heart listened for thee, love — thee ! 



HOW HAVE I THOUGHT Of THEE.* 

Ml^ EXBUBT. 

How have I thought of thee? as flies 

The dove to seek her mate, 
Trembling lest some rude'-hand has made 

Her sweet home desolate ; 
Thus timidly I seek in thine, . 
The only heart that throbs with mine. 

r^n* The gifted aathomss of this aong is a native of NewTorlc She wrote at an 
early age in thevarioas periodicals under the name of ''lanthe,** and in the year 
1828 these contribntions, with many other pieces, were collected Into a Tolome. 
Many of her fbgitire tales, sketches, songs, and poems, have been republished from 
time to time in England, and read with satisfaction. " Mrs. Embory reridea at 
present in Brooklyn. -Her many home-bred yirtnes and capabilities, her well-con- 
ducted household, and the happiness, harmony, and content which reign there^ 
prove a delightAil contradiction to the silly idea that women of genius cannot be 
women of domestic worth. But it is certainly true, as a noble writer of great 
penetration (Hannah More) affirms, that * those women who are so swollen up with 
the conceit of talents, as to neglect the plain duties of life, will not often be found to 
l^e women of the best abilities.^" 



I WILL LOVE HEE NO MORE. 41 

How have I thought of thee ? as turns 

The flower, to meet the sun, 
E'en though, when clouds and storms arise, 

It be not shone upon ; 
Thus, dear one, in tnine eye I see 
The only light that beams for me. 

How have I thought of thee ? as dreams 

The mariner of home, 
When doomed o'er many a weary waste 

Of waters yet to roam ; 
Thus doth my spirit turn to thee. 
My guiding star o'er life's wild sea. 

How have I thought of thee? as kneels 

The Persian at the shrine < 

Of his resplendent god, to watch 

His earliest glories shine ; 
Thus doth my spirit bow to thee, 
My soul's own radiant deity. 



I WILL LOVE HER NO MORE. 

C. Fsffsro Homuv. 

I WILL love her no more — 'tis a waste of the heart. 
This lavish of feeling — a prodigal's part ; 
Who, heedless the treasure a life could not earn. 
Squanders forth where he vainly may look for return. 

I will love her no more ; it is folly to give 
Our best years to one, when for many we live. 
And he who the world will thus barter for one, 
1 ween by such traffic must soon be imdone. 

t 

I will love her no more ; it is heathenish thus 

To bow to an idol which bends not to us ; 

Which heeds not, which hears not, which recks not for aught, 

That the worship of years to its altar hath brought. 

I will love her no more ; for no love is without 
Its limit in measure, and mine hath run out ; 
She engrosseth it all, and till some she restore. 
Than this moment I love her, how can I love more f 
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LET HIM GO. 

Ifjts. Osooos. 

Let him go I K a smile could Loye^s severed chain rivet-^ 

If a sigh could recall him — I^d die ere Td give it. 

Let him go ! He shall learn how a woman^s deep pride. 

Once roused, can overmaster all passions beside. 

While I girlishly trusted each tow that he said, 

A word could have won me, a look could have led. 

For pliant and light, as a flower to the air, 
. Is woman^s fond spirit to kindnees and care. 
But now — not a tear, not a shade shall discover 
One trace of my grief to my false-hearted lover. 
And now — the proud star, that beams purest on high, 
Shall stoop at his bidding as easy as I! 



DO NOT BLAME ME.* 

Alics B. Naal. 

IVe been thinking of my faults, till my heart is like to break — 
How very many are the foes, how few the friends I make ! 
And still within my hidden heart sincere affection lies, 
The priceless gift of human love I well know how to prize. 

Yet often those I love the most have not one thou^t of me ; 
When looking up for kindly smiles, indifference X see ; 
And then the pleasant words that rose upon my lips have died, 
Leaving me mournfully to crush my sorrow and my pride. 

I strive that I may not offend, I check each careless word, 
I seek to hide from other ears dark tales my own have heard ; 
I would not, even by a thought, add to another^s grief, 
Yet often I have given pain where I would bring relief. 

And sometimes when my changeful mood brings feelings wild and gay. 
And when in eagerness I cease to guard whatever I say, 
A word which in itself was naught, is made to seem unkind, 
Bright thoughts for evil ones are changed, and tears for smiles I find. 

I am lonely, very lonely, my heart is throbbing fast, 

And tears are gathering in my eyes for follies that are past ; 

Yet know I timt by suffering the spirit is made pure, 

So I would calmly bear the pain Heaven wills I should endure. 

* This is scarcely a fiair specimen of Mrs. Neal's powers; bat, nnfortmiately, we 
are not aware of the existence of a collected Tolume of her lyrlca. This charming 
anthoress—and she is indeed charminf?, both in mind and person.— resides in Phila- 
delphia. Of her poetry, a critic writes :— " It possesses great ferronr of fieeUng, a 
clearness and depth of Uionght, and a delightfol freedom of expression." 
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''SHE WILL DREAM OF ME/' 

B. H. SlODDAXD. 

The moon is muffled in a cloud, 

That folds the loyer^s star, 
Bnt still beneath thy balcony 

I touch my soft guitar. 
If thou art waking, lady dear, 

The fairest in the land, 
Unbar thy -wreathed lattice now, 

And wave thy snowy hand. 

She hears me not ; her spirit lies 

In trances mnte and deep ; 
But music turns the golden key 

Within the gate of sleep. 
Then let her sleep ; and if I fail 

To set her spirit free. 
My song will mingle in her dream, 

And she wiU dream of me ! 



SPEAK NO MORE. 
M Ba. OeaooD. 

Speak no more ; I dare not hear thee ; 

Every word and tone divine, 
All too fatally eudear thee 

To this danng soul of mine. 
Smile no more ; I must not see thee ; 

Every smile *s a golden net. 
Heart entangled, what can free thee ? 

What can soothe thy wild regret ? 

Speak again ! smile on for ever ! 

Let me in that music live ; 
Let me in that light endeavour 

To forget the grief they give. 
Thrill my soul with voice said look, love, 

Like the harp-tone in the air ; 
Like the stariight in the brook, love, 

Tliey win st^ live treasured there. 
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THINK OF ME, DEAREST 

C. Fxno Horra Air. 

Think of me, dearest, when day is breaking 

Away from the sable chains of night. 
When the sun his ocean-couch forsaking, 
Like a giant first in his strength awaking, 

Is flinging abroad his limbs of light ; 
As the breeze that first travels with morning forth, 
Giving life to her steps o'er the quickening earth — 

As the dream that nas cheated my soul through the mght^ 

Let me in thy thoughts come fresh with the Hght. 

Think of me, dearest, when day is sinking 

In the soft embrace of twilight gray. 
When the starry eyes of heaven are winking. 
And the weary flowers their tears are drinking. 

As they start like gems on the moon -touched spray. 
Let me come warm in thy thoughts at eve, 
As the glowing track which the sunbeams leave, 

When they, blushing, tremble along the deep. 

While stealing away to their place of sleep. 

Think of me, dearest, when round thee smiling 
Are eyes that melt while they gaze on thee ; 

When words are winning and looks are wiling, 

And those words and lodes, of others^ beguiling 
Thy fluttering heart from love and me. 

Let me come true in thy thoughts in that hour ; 

Let my thist and my faith — ^my devotion — have power. 
When idl that can lure to thy young soul is nearest 
To summon each truant thought back to me, dearest. 



HER HANDS CLASPED IN ANGUISH. 

Mrs. Osgood. 

Her hands clasp'd in anguish — ^her black eyes bent low. 

With motionless grace, as if sculptured in stone. 
Half veiled by her dark hair's magnificent flow. 

Sweet Fazry is standing — a captive — alone ! 
" Kara Aly I " — ^the statue awakes to that name, 

As the marble grew warm 'neath the love-spell of old ! 
Lo I her pale cheSs. is kindling with beautiful shame. 

And her eye is on fire with emotion untold I 



I KNOW THOU DOST LOVE ME. 45 

" Frail flower of Kazan I you were nursed from your Inrth 

Amid luxuries rarest and richest of earth ; — 

Why left you that home with the fierce mountain chief? " 

^^ I loved him ! " she murmur'd, in passionate grief. 

" So young and so lovely, a cavern your home ! 

Ne^er languished that spirit for freedom to roam? 

Kude dwelling for creature so fragile and fair ! '^ 

" Ah, no ! " she replied, " Kara ^y was there I '* 



QPME HITHER, YOU WILD LITTLE WILL-O'-THE-WISP. 

Ms8. Osgood. 

Come hither, you wild little will-o'-the-wisp, 
With your mischievous smile and your musical lisp. 
With your little head toss'd like a ^oud faiiy queen, 
My playful, my pretty, my petted Florine. 

Did you beg of a shell, love, the blush on your face? 
Did you ask a gazelle, love, to teach you its grace? 
Did you coax, from the clouds of a sunset serene, 
The gold of your ringlets, bewitching Florine? 

Did you learn of a lute, or a bird, or a rill, 

The ravishing tones that with melody thrill ? 

Ah ! your little light heart wonders what I can mean. 

For you know not the charm of your beauty, Florine I 



I KNOW THOU DOST LOVE ME. 

C. Fenno HorFMAir. 

I KNOW thou dost love me — ay ! frown as thou -irilt, 

And curl that beautiful Up, 
Which I never can gaze on without the guilt 

Of burning its dew to sip. 
I know that my heart is reflected in thine. 
And, like flowers that over a brook incline, 

They towards each other dip. 

Though thou lookest so cold in these halls of light, 

'Mid the careless, proud, and gay,^ 
I will steal like a thief in thy heart at night. 

And pilfer its thoughts away. 
I will come in thy dr^mis in the midnight hour, 
And thy soul in secret shall own the power 

It daxes to mock by day I 
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ROSALIE CLARE. 

Who owdb not she ^s peerlesB, who calls her not Mr, 
Who questions the beauty of Rosalie Clabs? 
Let him saddle his courser and spur to the field, 
And though harnessed in proof, he must perish or yield ; 
For no gallant can splinter, no charger may dare. 
The lance that is couched for yoimg Rosalie Clare. 

When goblets are flowing, and wit at the board 
Sparkles high, while the blood of the red grape is poured, 
Aiid fond wishes for Mr ones around offered up 
From each lip that is wet with the dew of the cup. 
What name on the brimmer floats oftener there, 
Or is whispered more warmly than Rosalie Clabe. 

They may talk of the land of the olive and vine, 
Of the maids of the £bro, the Amo, or Rhine ; 
Of the houris that gladden the East with their smiles, 
Where the sea ^s studded over with green summer isles ; 
But what flower of far-away clime can compare 
With the blossom of ours — bright Rosalie Clabe. 

Who owns not she 's peerless, who calls her not Mr, 
Let him meet but the glances of Rosalie Clabe ! 
Let him list to her voice, let him gaze on her form, 
And if, seeing and hearing, his soul do not warm, 
Let him go breathe it out in some less happy air. 
Than that which is bless'd by sweet Rosalie Clare. 



I'LL RETURN TO THEE.* 

HovABD Paul. 

The brook beneath the gentle moon 

Its own sweet music fondly learns ; 
The wild bird roving aU the day, 

Again to ita own nest returns. 
The clouds around the mountain's brow 

Will soon hang o'er the amber sea — 
But as the clouds again will seek 

That brow, so I'll retom to thee. 

* PablUhed by Robert Cocks and Co., New Borlington STtreet, London. 
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The MoaaomB fold their silken leaveB, 

But then they'll brightly bloom once more ; 
The stars have gone out one by one, 

They'll beam as they have oft before. 
The twilight with its pencillings 

Has ti^ with shade the distant lea — 
To-morrow's son will make all bright, 

Whai, dearest, I will be with thee. 



THE LOVE MY HEART ACCORDED YOU. 

Mbs. Osgood. 

The love my heart accorded you 
Was proud, and pure, and strong : 

It might have well rewarded you 
For years of ruth and wrong. 

You saw my spirit soaring hi^, 
Nor follow'd where it flew ; 

But strove with wild adoring sigh, 
To make it stoop to you. 

In vain ; the Are it cherishes 

For ever upward tends, 
And when tms frail frame perishes, 

With heaven's own glory blends. 
For no ignoble flame of yours. 

Foregoes my love ite light ; 
If it leave you, the shame be yours, 

Who dared not share its flight. 

Each tender glance I granted you, 

Your passion false pro&med ; 
Each whisper that enchanted you, 

Your senses only chain'd. 
And now tot caJm dkdain I giye, 

Where once my soul I lent ; 
Escaped your thraU, again I live 

In high and cold content. 
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MY HEART WAS LIKE A QUIET LAKE. 

My heart was like a quiet lake, 

That flows within a tranquil dell, 
Where all was sweetest peacefulness, 

And echo e^en refused to dwell. 
Upon its shores grew gentle flowers, 

Light clouds were mirrored in its breast, 
And o^er it flitted starry birds, 

At even on their way to rest. 

The sun of love dawned on that lake — 

Each wavelet gleamed with amber rays, 
The charm of qyietude had flown — 

All was a di^un of former days. 
Where clouds and flowers once had been. 

Now Passion claimed the spot her own — 
And oft, where birds rejoiced to sing. 

Was heard the minstrel's plaintiye tone. 



SHE IS FLITTINQ LIKE A FAIRY. 

Ubs. Osgood. 

She is flitting like a £ury 

Through the mazes of the dance- 
Like a fairy, wild and any, 

And I cannot win her glance. 
She has braided many a jewel 

In those waves of auburn hair ; 
O fickle, false, and cruel. 

Dost thou see my deep despair ? 

She has lost the rose I gave her, 

In her virgin zone to rest ; 
And a ruby's light doth waver 

On the snow-swell of her breast. 
Ah I the gem is wealth's proud token. 

And its glare has won her eye ; 
While the love the rose has spoken 

She has cast unheeded by. 
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t KNEW NOT HOW I LOVED THEE. 

C. FsKiro HomiAV. 

I KNEW not how I loyed thee — ^no ! 

I knew it not till all was o'er — 
Until thy lips had told me so*- 

Had told me I must love no more ! 
I knew not how I loved thee ! — ^yet 

I long had loved thee wildly well ; 
I thought 'twere easy to forget — 

I thought a word would break the spell : 

And even when that word was spoken, 

Ay! even till the very last, 
I thought, that spell of £sdth once broken, 

I could not long lament the past. 
O foolish heart ! O feeble bram ! 

That love could thus deceive — subdue I 
Since hope cannot revive again, 

Why cannot memory perish too? 



THE FAREWELL. 

C. Fsiriro Hoffhax. IJHusie bp C. Jlorm, 

The conflict is over, 'the struggle is past — 

I have look'd, I have loved, I have worshipp'd my last ; 

And now back to the world, and let Fate do her worst 

On the heart that for thee such devotion hath nmrsediw 

To thee its best feelings were trusted away, 

And life hath hereafter not one to betray. 

Yet not in resentment thy love I resign ; 
I blame not — upbraicTnot — one motive of thine ; 
I ask not what change has come over thy heart, 
I reck not what chances have doom'd us to part ; 
I but know thou hast told me to bve thee no more, 
And I still must obey where I once did adore. 

Farewell, then, thou loved one — O I loved but too well, 
Too deeply, too blindly, for language to tell — 
FareweU ! thou has trampled love's faith in the dust, 
Thou has torn from my bosom its hope and its trust ! 
Yet, if thy life's current with bliss it would swell, 
I would pour out my own own in this last fond farewell I 
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rTER 'NEATH THE FLOVTERS. 
Ifu. Omood. 

lung hk gazlftBd gaily* 
i maid in aeemiBg pl&jr ; 
^erience wfaiBper'd daily, 
Lk the cbain while jet you may J'' 
" she cried, *•'' 'tis bat a toy, 
9d of many a fin^;rant flower ; 
»tiU its bloom enjoy, — 
break it any honr." . 

e sported freely, lightly, 
her soft aaid glowing chain ; — 
it clasps my heart so tightly, 
t break the toy in twain." 
jolve! the tie that bound her, 
sn'd 'neath her straggling will ;, 
blossoms fell around her, 
he fetter lingered stilL 



: PARTED IN SADNESS. 

C. Funro HoFFicAN. 

sadness, but spoke not of parting ; 
ot of hopes that we both must resign ; 
syes — and but one tear-drop starting, 
i her hand as it trembled in mine, 
the past we could neyer recover, 
it the future no hope could restoa^ ; 
it wringing the heart of her lover, 
bo say I must meet her no more. 

re gone by, and the spnng-time smileB ever, 
roung loyes it first smiled in their birth ; 
re gone by, yet that parting, oh I never 
rgotten by either on earth. 
£ wild-bird that carols toward heaven, 
r of swift- winged hopes that were mine •,. 
bat steals over each blossom at even, 
he tear-drop that wept their decline. 
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PASTORAL AND RXJEAL. 



WOODMAN! SPARE THAT TREE.* 

G. P. MouD. ZMtuk &f JET. RumU, 

Woodman, spare that tree f 

Touch not a smgLe bough ; 
In youth it sheltered me, 

And m protect it now. 
'Twas my fore£either's hand 

That placed it near his cot, 
There, woodman, let it stand, 

Thy axe shall harm it not ! 

That old, familiar tree. 

Whose glory and renown 
Are spread o'er land and sea — 

And wouldst thou hew it down ? 
Woodman, forbear thy stroke ! 

Cut not its earth-bound ties ; 
Oh ! spare that aged oak. 

Now tow'ring to the skies ! 

When but an idle boy, 

I sought its grateful shade ; 
In aU their gushing joy, 

Here, too, my sisters play'd. 
My mother kiss'd me here. 

My father pressed my hand ; 
I ask it with a tear, — 

Oh ! let that old oak^tand ! 

My heart-strings round thee cHng, 

Close as thy bark, old fiiend ! 
There shall the wild bird sing. 

And still thy branches bend. 
Still the wild storm thou'lt brave. 

Then, woodman, leave the spot 
While I've a hand to save. 

Thy axe shall harm it not. 

* It Ib Mtrc^ JUdomuxj to remark that this song is as popular in England as In 
America— an ohserration that applies to many lyrics of the same-aathor. 

D 2 
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THE YELLOW CORN. 
C. Eastmav. 

Come, hoys, sing! — 

Sing of the yellow com^ 
Sing, hoys, sing, 

Sing of the yellow com ! 
He fflpringeth up &om the fiEdlow soil, 

mth his blade so green and tall. 
And he payeth well the reaper^s toil, 
When the husks in the autumn fall. 

The pointed leaves. 

And the golden ear. 
The rustling sheaves. 

In the ripened year — 

Sing, hoys, sing ! 

Sing of the yellow corn. 
Sing, hoys, sing. 

Sing of the yellow com ! 

He drinks the rain in the summer long, 
And he loves the streams that run, 

And he sends the stalk so stout and strong 
To bask in the summer sun. 

The pointed leaves. 

And the golden ear. 
The rustling sheaves, 

In the ripened year — 

Sing, hoys, sing ! 

Sing of the yellow corn^ 
Sing, hoys, sing. 

Sing of the yellow com ! 

He loves the dews of the starry night. 
And the breathing wind that plays 

With his tassels green, when the mellow light 
Of the moon on the meadow stays. 

The pointed leaves. 

And the golden ear, 
The rustling sheaves. 

In the ripened year — 

Sing, hoys, sing! 

Sing of the yeUow com^ 
Sing, hoys, sing, 

Sing of the yeUow com I 
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A gbriom thing is the yellow corn, 

With the blade ao green and tall ; 
A blessed thing is the yellow com, 

When the husks in the autumn &11. 

Then^ sing, hoys, sing! 

Sing of the yellow com, 
Sing, hoys, sing. 

Sing of the yellow com ! 

The pointed leaves, 

And the golden ear. 
The rustling sheaves. 

In the ripened year — 

Come, sing, hoys, sing ! 

Sing of the yellow corn. 
Sing, hoys, sing. 

Sing of the yellow corn ! 



SPRINC-TIME. 

J. H. WAnnntiGBT. [J/trite 6y (7. F, Brittem. 

Spkino-time is coming, all laden with flowers, 
Spreading her mantle of green o^er the bowers, 
llie lark, high in air, is beginning to sing 
Her song of rdoicing to welcome the Spring. 
jHrooks are flowing. 
Life bestowing ; 
Lovely Nature seems to fling 
All her charms, 
With willing arms, 
La the lap of blooming Spring. 

Silver-haired Winter before her is flying, 
Li the depths of tie valley imwept he is dying — 
Save the tears of compassion that pity may wring 
From the bright eyes of April — ^the infant of Spring. 

Birds are mating. 

Bliss relating, 
Li each tunefdl strain they sing ! 

Haste, then, dearest. 

Love seems nearest, 
Holiest, brightest, in the Spring. 
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SUMMER. 

W. Q. CuaaoL 

The Springes gay blosBom melted into thee, 
Fair Smnmeir ! and thy gentle reign is here ; 

The emerald rohes are on each leafy tree ; 
In the blue sky thy yoice is rich and clear ; 

And the free brooks haye songs to bless thy reign — 

They leap in music ^dst thy bright domain. 

The gales that wander from the unclouded west, 
Are burdened with the breath of countless fields ; 

Th^ teem with incense from the green earth^s breast 
That up to heayen its graceful ^our yields ; 

Bearing sweet hymns of praise from many a bfrd, 

By natuxe^s aspect into rapture stirred. 

In such a scene the sun-illumined heart 
Bounds like a prisoner in his narrow cell, 

When through its bars the morning glories dart, 
And forest-anthems in his hearing swell — 

And, like the heaying of the yoicefiil sea, 

His panting bosom labours to be free. 

Thus, gazing on thy yoid and sapphire sky, 

Summer ! in my inmost soul arise 
UpUfted thoughts, to which the woods reply, 

And the bland air with its soft melodies ; — 
Till, basking in some yision's glorious ray, 
I long for eaglets plumes to flee away. 

I long to cast this cumbrous clay aside, 

And the impure, unholy thoughts that cling 
To the sad bosom, torn with care and pride: 

1 would soar upward, on unfettered wing. 
Far through the chambers of the peacefcd skies, 
Whe^ the high fount of Summar^s brightness lies ! 



IT IS NOT ALWAYS MAY. 

H. W. LONaFBLLOW. 

The sua is bright, the air is clear, 

The darting swallows soar and sing, 
And from the stately elms I hear 

The blue-bird prophesying Spring. 
So blue yon winding river flows. 

It seems an outlet from the sky, 
Where, waiting till the west wind blows, 

The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 
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All thingfi are new — ^the fairdB, the kares, 

That gild the ehn-tree^s nodding crest ; 
And even the nest beneath the eaves — 

There are no birds in lasfc year^ nest 
All things rejoice in youth and love, 

The fulness of their first delight, 
And learn fix>m the soft heavens above 

The melting tenderness of night. 

Maiden ! thou read^st tins simple thyme, 

Enjoy thy youth — it mQ not stay ; 
Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime, 

For oh, it is not always May. 
Enjoy the spring of love and youth. 

To some good angel leave the rest ; 
For Time ^nll teach thee soon the truth — 

There are no birds in last yearns nest. 



TAKE DOWN TH£ SICKLE. 

c. 



Take down the sickle, boys I hurrah 1 

The ears of ripened gndn 
Are waiting for the reaper^s hand 

Upon the fertile plain ! 
The mellow moon, the changing leaves, 

The earlier setting sun, 
Proclaim, at last, my merry boys. 

The haxvest-time begun. 

Thick on the hills, to-marrow noon 

The gathered stock must see, 
And with the loads of yellow com 

ShaU groan the axle-tree ; 
' The frost, my boys, will soon be here} 

And winter's on the way, — 
These glorious days will never, boys. 

For lazy fanners stay I 

Take down the sickle, boys ! hurrah ! 

While loads of ripened grain 
Are waiting for the reaper's hand 

Upon the fruitful plmn, 
' We'U gather up the golden corn 

In thankfulness once more, 
And fill with the returning seed 

Our baskets and our store. 
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THE DESERTED HOMESTEAD 

UABOuntm St. Leok Loitd. 

There is a lonely homestead 

In a green and quiet vale, 
With iU tall trees sighing mournfully 

To every passing gale ; 
There are many mansions round it, 

In the sunlight gleaming fair ; 
But moss-grown is that ancient roof, 

Its walls are gray and bare. 

Where once glad voices sounded 

Of children in their mirth, 
No whisper breaks the solitude 

By that deserted hearth. 
The swallow from her dwelling 

111 the low eaves hath flown ; 
And all night long, the whip-poor-wiU 

Siugs by the threshold stoi^e. 

And where are they whose voices 

Rang out o^er hm and dale? 
Gone ; — and their mournful history 

Is but an oft-told tale. 
There smiles no lovelier valley 

Beneath the siunmer sun, 
Yet they who dwelt together there 

Depcurted one by one. 

Oh I blest are they who linger ' 

^Mid old familiar things, 
Where every object o'er the heart 

A hallowed influence flings. 
Though won are wealth and honours, — 

Though reached fame's lofty dome, — 
There are no joys like those which dwell 

Within our childhood's home. 



WEND, LOVE, WITH ME! 

C. F. HOPFVAX. 

Wend, love, with me, to the deep woods, wend. 
Where far in the forest the ^nld flowers keep. 

Where no watching eye shall over us bend, 
Save the blossoms that into thy bower peep. 
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Thou shalt gather from buds of the oriole's hue, 
Whofle fliuning wings round our pathway flit, 

From the safiron orchis and lupin blue. 
And those like the foam qn my courser^s bit. 

One steed and one saddle, us both shall bear, 

One hand of each on the bridle meet. 
And beneath the wrist that entwines me there, 

An answering pulse from my heart shall beat. 
I will dng thee many a joyous lay. 

As we chase the deer by the blue lake-side, 
While the winds that over the prairie play. 

Shall fan the cheek of my woodland oride. 

Our home shall be by the cool, bright streams. 

Where the beaver chooses her safe retreat. 
And our hearth shaJl smUe like the sun^s warm gleams 

Through the branches aroimd our lodge that meet. 
Then wend with me, to the deep woods, wend. 

Where far in the forest the ^d flowers keep. 
Where no watching eye shall over us bend. 

Save the blossoms that into thy bower peep ! 



UP, COMRADES, UP I 

C. F. HoFFKAv. Ciftf«tc by Brittow. 

Up, comrades, up ! the mom^s awake 

Upon the mountain side. 
The curlew's wing hath swept the lake. 
And the deer hath left the tangled brake, 

To drink from the limpid tide. 
Up, comrades, up ! the mead lark's note 
And the plover's cry o'er the prairie float ; 
The squirrel he springs from his covert now. 
To prank it away on the chestnut bough. 
Where the oriole's pendent nest, high up, 

Is rock'd on the swaying trees ; 
While the humbird sips from the harebell's cup. 

As it bends to the morning breeze. 
Up, comrades, up I our shallops grate 

Upon the pebbly strand. 
And our stalwart hounds impatient wait 

To spring from the huntsman's hand. 
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NOT A LEAF ON THE TREE. 

J. T. FiiLOt. 

Not a leaf on the tree, not a bad in the hoDow, 

Where late swung the blue-bell, and bloeaom^d the rose ; 
And hushed ib the cry of the swift-darting swallow 

That circled the liu^e in the twilight^s dim dose. 
. Gone, gone are the woodbine and sweet-scented brier 

That bloomed o^er the hillock, and gladdened the vale ; 
And tiie vine that uplifted its green-pointed spire 

Hangs drooping and sere on the frost-cover'd pale. 

And hark to the gush of the deep- welling fountain 

That prattled and shone in the light of the moon ; 
Soon, soon shall its rushing be still on the mountain. 

And locked up in silence ite frolicsome tune. 
Then heap up the hearthstone with dry forest brandies, 

And ffather about me, my children, in glee ; 
For cold on the upland the stormy wind launches, 

And dear m the home of my loved one to me. 



COME, BROTHERS, AROUSE. 

W. B. Beshabd. IMutie by BusuU, 

Come, brothers, arouse, let the owl go to rest, 

Oh ! the summer sun^ in the sky ; 
The bee^s on the wing and the hawk^s in^ his nest, 

And the river runs merrily by. 
Our mother, the world, a good mother is she. 

Says to toil is to welcome her fiEire ; 
Some bounty she hangs us on every tree, 

And blesses us in the sweet air. 

Oh, come, brothers, arouse, &c. 

And this is the life for a man, aL man. 

And this is the life for me — 
The prince may boast if he can, he can, 

But he never was half so free. 
Our mother, the world, a good mother is she. 

Says to toil is to welcome her £Eure ; 
Some bounty she hangs on every tree, 

And blesses us in the sweet air. 

Oh, come, brothers, arouse, &c. 
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THE REAPER ON THE PLAIN. 

C. O. JLksntAm, 

Bendikg o'er his ickle 

'Mid the yellow grain, 
Lo! the sturdy reaper, 

Reaping on the plain ; 
Singing as the siclde 

Gathers to his hand, 
Hustling in its ripeness, 

The glory of ms land. 
Mark the grain before him. 

Swaying in the wind, 
And the even gsvel 

Following behind. 
Bound in armfol bundles. 

Standing one by one. 
The yester* morning's labour 

Kipens in the sun. 

Long IVe stood and ponder'd. 

Gazing from the hm. 
While t^ sturdy reaper 

Sung and laboured still ; 
Bending o'er his sickle, 

'Mid the yellow grain, 
Happy and contented, 

Beaping on the plain. 
And as upon my journey, 

I leave the maple tree, 
Thinking of the oifference 

Between the man and me, 
I turn again to see him 

Beaping on the plain. 
And almost wish my labour . 

Were* the sickle and the grain. 



THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET.* 

Samusi. Woodwobth. 

How dear to my heart are the scenes of my childhood ! 

When fond recollection presents them to view ; 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild- wood, 

And every loved spot which my infancy knew ; 

* This bentiAil domestic poem baa been set to mosic by TartoiuioompQMri. la 
the form of nng and recttatton, it has long been « f&Tonrite in tbe Unltel States. 
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The wide-spreading pond, and the mill which stood by it^ 
The bridge, and the rock where the cataract fell ; 

The cot of my father, the dairy-house nigh it, 

And e'en the rude bucket which hung in the well — 

The old oaken bucket, the iron-boimd Imcket, 
The mofls-cover^d bucket, which hung in the well. 

That moes-oover'd yessel I hail as a treasure. 

For often at noon, when returned from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure, 

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield. 
How araent I seized it with hands that were glowing, 

How quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell ; 
Then soon with the emblem of truth overflowing. 

And dripping with coohiess, it rose from the well— 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 

The moss-cover'd bucket, arose from the well. 

How sweet from the green mossy brim to receive it, 

As poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips ; 
Not a fuU blushing goblet could tempt me to leave it, 

Though filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips. 
And now, far removed from the loved situation. 

The tear of regret will intrusively swell. 
As fancy reverts to my father's plantation, 

And sigh for the bucket that hangs in the well — 
The old (Miken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 

The moss-cover'd bucket, which hangs in the well. 



THE WOODMAN.* lUuticbifBatai. 

E. C. EiirirBT. 

He shoulders his axe for the woods, and away 
Hies over the fields at the dawn of the day. 
And merrily whistles some tune as he goes. 
So heartily trudging along through the snows. 

His dog scents his track, and pursues to a mark, 
Now sending afar the shrill tones of his bark — 
Then answering the echo that comes back again 
Through the clear air of mom, o'er valley and plain. 

* Rnftu Griswold, tbe industrious compiler of the " Poets and Poetry of Ame- 
rica," gives the above a place in his repository of lyric offerings. Tbe tnne that has 
hiMm wedded to "The Woodman" is roost nnsatisfactory ; and we are inclined to 
^h General Korrls, that saeh beautiftd words desenred a better fate. 
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And now in the forest the woodman doth stand : 
His eye marks the victims to fidl by his hand, 
While true to its aim is the ready aze found, 
And quick do its blows through the woodland resound. 

The proud tree low bendeth its vigorous form, 
Whose freshness and strength have braved manv a storm ; 
And the sturdy oak shakes that ne^er trembled before. 
Though the years of his glory outnumber threescore. 

They f&ll side by side — -just as man in his prime 
Lies down with the locks that are whitened by time : 
The trees which are felled into ashes will bum, 
As man, by Death's blow, imto dust will return. 

But twilight approaches ; the woodman and dog 
Come plodding together through snowdrift and bog ; 
The axe agaui shouldered, its day's work hath done ; 
The woodman is hungry — the dog wants his bone. 

Oh, home is then sweet, and the evening rejtast ! 
But the brow of the woodman with thought is overcast ; 
He is conning a truth to be tested by all — 
That man, like the trees of the forest, must &11. 
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MILITARY AND PATRIOTIC. 



THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER.* 

F. S. KBT.t 

O I SAT, can you see by the dawn^s early light, 

That 80 proudly we hailed at the twilight^a last gleaming ; 
Whoee broad stripes and bright stars through the peiilons fight, 

O'er the ramparts we watched, were so gaJlantly streaming ! 
And the rocket's red glare, the bombs buiiting in air, 
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there ; 
O ! say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave? 

* It has been shld that the devices and colours of the national flag of the United 
States were adopted from the coat of arms of General Washington. Of this there Is 
considerable doubt, as the flag, dortng the revolation, underwent several important 
changes. We flAd recorded the following resolnfion of Congress, passed June 14, 
1777 :— 

** Bu<aved,—TbBt tiie flag of the thirteen United States be thirteen stripes^ 
alternate red and white : that the Union be thirteen stars, white in a blue field, repre- 
senting a new constellation." 

From the above resolution, it is apparent (taking into consideration the use of 
union flags in imitation of the mother country) that its object was merely to give 
the authorisation of Congress to a colour existing, so far as the stripes and part of the 
flag called the union were concerned ; but it is worthy of remark, that the character 
of the new emblem for that union is specially described as representing " a new 
consteHation." 

The effect of this resolution was the exclusion of the British bars of blue, white, 
and red, and the substitution of a halo of fifteen white stars on a blue surface— 
the circle suggesting the idea of the perpetuity of the Union, and the numerals indi- 
cating the number of the States. The stdpes were also maintained to show the 
union of the colonies. 

The change was thus denoted :— 

" Be it enacted, <£rc.. That from and after the first day of May, Anno Domini one 
thousand seyen hundred and ninety-five, the fiag of the United States be fifteen 
stripes, white in a blue field." Approved, January 13, 1794. This was the flag of 
the United States during the war of 1812-14. 

In 1818 the fiag was again altered, and a return made to the thirteen stripes, on 
the ground that if a stripe was added on the admission of each new State, the ensign 
would become unwieldy and out of proportion. A proposition was also made to 
arrange the stars of the Union into a single star, and do away with the halo as sane 
tioned by the adoption of 1794. 

The resolution of 1818 was as follows :— 

♦* Be it enacted, Ac^ That from and after the fourth day of July next, the flag of 
the United States be thirteen horizontal stripes, alternate red and white; that the 
union be twenty stan, white, in a blue space. 

** And that, on the admission of a now State into the Union, one star be added to 
the union of the flag ; and that such addition shall take effect on the fourth day of 
July next succeeding such admission." Approved, April 4, 1818. 

The union of the United States' flag at present contains thirty-one stars. 

t Francis S. Key is a native of Baltimore. This song is supposed to have been 
written by a prisoner on board the British fleet, on the morning after the unsuc* 
^nmbardment of Fort McHenry. 
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On the ehore, dimly seen throngh the mists of the deep, 
Where the foe's hanghty host in dread sQence repoBes, 

What is that which the breeze o'er the towering steep, 
As it fitfolly blows, half conceals, half discIoMs? 

Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam ; 

Its fall glory reflected now shines on the stream ; 

'Tis the star-spangled banner, O ! long may it wave 

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 

And where is the band who so vaontingly swore, 

'Mid the havoc of war and the battle's confdsion, 
A home and a coimtry th^'d leave ns no more ? 

Their blood h&iJa. washed out their foul footsteps' pollution ; 
No refage can save the hireling and slave 
Prom the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave, 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave 
O'er the land of the &ee and the home of the brave. 

O ! thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand 

Between their loved home and the war's desolation ; 
Bless'd with victory and peace, may the heaven-rescued land 

Praise the Power that hath made and preserved us a nation. 
Then conquer we must, for our cause it is just ; 
And this be our motto, " In GOD is our trust :" 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 



AMERICA TO GREAT BRITAIN.* 

Washinoton AsjOTOV.f Bom 1779. 

All hail I thou noble land. 

Our fjEitheEs' native soil ! 
O stretch thy mighty hand. 

Gigantic grown by toil, 

* This chant was first published in Coleridge's " Sybilllne Leaves" in 1810. 

f The author of this chant is the oldest of the living poets of America, and one 
of the most illostrions of her painters. ** He was bom In South Carolina of a family 
irhich has contributed some eminent names to American annals, though none that 
sheds more lustre upon the parent stock than his own." He entered Harvard 
College in 1796, where he remained several years ; visited London in 1801, and 
became a student of the Royal Academy— his compatriot, Benjamin West, being 
then the President of this celebrated institution. *' Within a year from the begin- 
ning of his residence in London he was a successful exhibitor at Somerset House, 
and a general favourite with the most distinguished members of his profession." 
Mr. Allston, after remaining several years in England and France, proceeded ta 
Home, where he became the fellow-student and associate of Yandbhltn, Thos- 
TTALDSBK, CoLSBiDC^B, and Other men of genius and learning. At present the 
venerable and distinguished poet-painter resides at Cambrtdge-port, near Boston. 
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O^er the vast Atlantic wave to our shore ; 
For thou, with magic might, 
Canst reach to wh^ the light 
Of Phoebus travels bright 
The world o'er. 

The genius of our clime, 

From his pine-embattled steep, 
Shall hail thejKreat sublime ; 
While the fiitons of the deep 
With the conchs the kindred league shall proclaim. 
Then let the world combine ; 
O'er the main our naval line, 
Like the milky-way, shall shine 
Bright in &me. 

Though ages long have pass'd 
Since our fathers left their home, 
, Their pUot in the blast. 

O'er untravell'd seas to roam, — 
Yet lives the blood of England in our veins ! 
And shall we not proclaim 
That blood of honest fame, 
Which no tyranny can tame 
By its chains. 

While the language free and bold, 
Which the bard of Avon sung, 
In which our Milton told 
How the vault of heaven rung. 
When Satan, blasted, fell with his host ; 
While this, with reverence meet, 
Ten thousand echoes greet, 
From rock to rock repeat 
Round our coast ; 

While the manners, while the arts, 

That mould a nation's soul. 
Still cling around our hearts, 
Between let ocean roll. 
Our joint communion breaking with the sun : 
X et still from either beach, 
The voice of blood shall reach. 
More audible than speech, 
" We are one." 



THE MOTHERS OF THE VTEffT. -6^ 

THE MOTHERS OF THE WESt. 

W. D^ QALUiaHUu Born 1810. 

The mothers of our forest-land ! 

Stout-hearted dames were they ; 
With nerve to wield the battle-brand, 

And join the border fray. 
Our rough land had no braver, 

In its days of blood and strife— 
Aye ready for severest toil, 

Aye free to peril life. 

The mothers of our forest-land ! 

On old Kentucky's soil, 
How shared they, with each dauntless band. 

War's tempest and life's toil ! 
They shrank not from the foeman — 

They quail'd not in the fight — 
But cheer'd their husbands through the day. 

And soothed them through the night. 

The mothers of our forest-land ! 

Their bosoms piflow'd men ! 
And proud were they by such to stand, 

In hammock, fort, or glen, 
To load the sure, old rifle — 

To run the leaden ball — 
To watch a battling husband's place. 

And fill it, should he isJll 

The mothers of our forest-land ! 

Such were their daily deeds : 
Their monument ! — ^where does it stand ? 

Their epitaph I — ^who reads ? 
No braver dames had Sparta, 

No nobler matrons Rome — 
Yet who or lauds or honours them, 

'E'en in their own green home ? 

The mothers of our forest-land I 

They sleep in unknown graves : 
And had they borne and nursed a band 

Of ingrates, or of slaves. 
They had not been more neglected ! 

But their graves shall yet be found, 
And their monuments dot here and there 

*' The dark jmd bloody ^ound.'*' 
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THX PROSPECT OF PEACE. ^ 

Philip Fbsvav. Born 17^; died 1832. 

Though clad in winter^s gloomy dress 

All Nature^ irorks weppmr^ 
Yet other projects liae to blen 

The neir ntnmiiig year : 
The active sail again k seen 

To greet our western shore, 
Gay plenty fsnikB, wUh brow aanoA, 

And wars distrskct no more. 

No more the vales, no more the pl^uns. 

An iron hairest yield ; 
Peace guards our doors, impels onr vwubb- 

To till the gratefol field : 
From distant dimes, no longer Imb 

(Hieir yean c^ misery past), 
Nation^s arrive to find repoee 

In these domains at last. 

And, if a more ddightfol seene 

Attracts the mortal eye 
Where clouds nor darknew interveoev 

Behold^ aspiring high, 
On fireedom^s soil those MicicB piaxm^d^ 

On virtue's basis had. 
That make secure our native land, 

And prove our tosis repaid. 

Ambitious aims and pride aemere. 

Would you at distance keep^ 
What wanderer would sot tury here, 

Here charm his cares to sleep? 
O I still may health her balmy wings 

O'er these fiiir fields expand. 
While commerce from all climates brings 

The products of each land. 

Through toUine care and lengthened views, 

That share afike our span, 
Gay, smiling hope her heaven puiwaes , 

The eternal fnsmd of inan : 

* The author of this sontr -was one ef the Rcrolatlmiarj' poefi wto wrote verse* 
to inspire the patriots, if their enthusiasm rtMndd in may^iffn^wnm. He enJo3'e(t 
the friendship of Adams, Fmklte, leJfersoa, MadiaoR, maA llMrsi^ ail of wbfch 
distinguished men entertaiaed a hitdi opinian of bis integtfty and ttients. ** His 
patriotic ballads were sung e f ei j w b c r o, with great warmlh, akMit 1996— the period 
that the English were most aettv« in th« eakjaies," aa^v m Mojtraphec Frenau waS 
the son of a Huguenot who west to tlie Kew World soon aket lbs rcTdcation d 
the edict of Nantz* . : 
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The darknefis of the days to come^ 

She brightens with her ray, 
And smiles o^r Nature's gaping tomb, 

When sickening to decay i 

HUZZA, MY JO BUNKERS!* 

St. John Hoxetwood. Bom 1765; ^ed 17M. 

Huzza, my Jo Bimkers ! no taxes we'll pay ; 
Here ^s a psirdon for Wheei^r, Shays, Fabsons, and Day ! f 
Put green boughs in your hata, ajid renew the old cause ; 
Stop the courts in each comity, and bully tlie laws : 
Constitutions and oaths, sir, we mind not a rash ; 
Such trifles must yield to us lads of the brush. 
New laws and new charters our books shall display, 
Composed by conyentions aad CounBeUor Gbet. 

Since Boston and Salem so haughty have grown, 
We^ll make them to know we can let them ftlone. 
Of Glasgow or Pelham we can make a sea-pott, 
And there we^ll assemble our General Court : 
Our governor, now, boys, shall turn out to work. 
And nve, like ourselTes, on moiasses and pork ; 
In Adams or Greenwich he'H lire like a peer 
On three hundred pounds, paper money, a year. 

. Grand jurors, and ah£3ii&, aad lawyas well flpnzB, 
As judges, we'll all take the heach in cur tura. 
And sit the whole term, without penskm or lee, 
Nor CusHiNO or Sewal look graTer than we. 
Our wigs, though they 're rusty, are decent enough ; 
Our aprons, th^igh Idaek, are c^duralAertDff; 
Array'd in such gear, the la;wB we^fl expbia, 
That poor people no more shall have cause to cc3mpiain. 

To Congress and impost well plead a releaae ; 

The Frendi we can beat half a doaen ajneoe ; 

We want not their guineas, their arma, or alliaoce ; 

And as for the Dutdmaea, well bid them defiance. 

Then, huzza, my Jo Bunkers I no taxes well pay ; 

Here 's a pardon for Wheeleb, Shayb, Vabsgss, and Day ; 

Put green boughs in your hats, and renew the old cause ; 

Stop the courts in eadi county, and bully the laws. 

' * A radical song of 1786. 

. f Names of the leaders of tbe fauarreetioa that avMe in 1788^ in the state of Mas> 
sadtnsett8» chiefly in tkt eountles ef HanpAtre, Berkshire^ iui4 Worcester; which 
after coDTnlstng the state tar aitovt » year, wus ftully qoftUed by a milliary force 
wider the command of General Lzxoour and General s^mnoiMM. llie leaders fled 
Jrom the state, and were aftenrards pardanad.— Mivoifs EigtmT/tf %ht Insurrection im 
if n ttfifhntftti 
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SONC OF MARION^S MEN. 

W. CuLLRi Bbtabt. Bom 1792. 

Ouit band is few, but true and tried, 

Our leader frank and bold ; 
The British soldier trembles 

When Makion's name is told. 
Our fortress is the good green wood, 

Our tent the cypress tree ; 
We know the forest round us 

As seamen know the sea. 
We know its walls of thorny vines, 

Its glades of reedy grass, 
Its safe and silent icQands 

Within the dark morass. 

Wo to the English soldiery 

That little £ead us ne^r ! 
On them shall light at midnight 

A Strang and sudden fear : 
When, waiing to their tents on fire, 

They grasp their arms in vain, 
And they who stand to face us 

Are beat to earth again ; 
And they who fly in terror deem 

A mighty host behind, 
And hear tiie tramp of thousands 

Upon the hollow wind. 

Then sweet the hour that brings release 

From dan^ and from toil : 
We talk the battle over. 

And share the battlers spoil. 
The woodland rings with laugh and shout^ 

As if a hunt were up, 
And woodland flowers are gather'd 

To crown the soldier's cup. 
With merry songs we mock the wind 

That in the pine-top grieves, 
And slumber long and sweetly. 

On beds of oaken leaves. 

Well knows the fair and friendly moon 
The band that Marion leads — 

The glitter of their rifles, 
Tl^ scampering of their steeds. 



"after the battle.'' ' W 

^Tis life to guide the fiery barb 

AcroBS the moonlit pkon ; 
Tib life to feel the night-wind 

That lifts hiB tossing mane. 
A moment in the British camp— 

A moment — and away 
Back to the pathless forest, 

Before the peep of day. 

Grave men there arc by broad Santee, 

Grave men with hoary hairs, 
Their hearts are all with Mahiox, 

For Marion are their prayers. 
And lovely ladies greet our band 

With tindliest welcoming, 
With smiles like those of summer, 

And tears like those of spring. 
Por them we wear th^ trusty arms. 

And lay them down no more, 
Till we have driven the Briton 

Forever from our shore. 



"AFTER THE BATTLE" 
(From the Open of " Bxf Vast WntKLB," hj J. n. WAiawBioaT.) 

IMutie hy a. F, BHUmt. 

Spread our banners to the wind, 
For our glorious task is done : 
Chains no more Columbia bind — 
Freedom's sons have fought and won. 
Our starry flag waves proudly o'er us, 
Days of peace rise brignt before us ; 
Echo answers back the chorus, 
Union, Freedom, Washington. 

Weep not for the brave who died — 
In their country's cause they fell ; 
Let the tears of grief be dried — 
In their country's heart they dwell. 
Thej^ have gained immortal glory. 
Theirs is an undying story — 
Smiling youth and grandsire hoarj" 
Of then: glorious deeds shall tell. 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA.* 



Hail, Columbia ! hxppf land ! 

Hail, ye lieroes ! heavaik-bonk 
Who fought aiid bled ia IVaedcaa% easam, 
Who fought and Med ta FieedonV ea«e, 

And when Sie storm of war was gone, 

Enjoyed the peace your yakmr won. 

^ This national lyrfc has littie pretentiom to poefle mertt; bat il is as nnlversally 
tnng throughout the United State* as '^Rnle Brtt an nia" fa fn Efan&md, or the ^ Mar- 
seilles Hymn** In France. The aofthor of the soBg, a few montita before his death, 
irrote the following letter to a friend, in whieh be details an acceont of the circam. 
stances attending the composition of **I[aily Colomlto:'' — 



** It was written in the summer of 1T98, wfaeo war with France was thought to he 
ineyitable. Congress was then in session in Fbiiadelphia« dcMherating upon that 
important subject* and acts of boetlltty had actually takea place. The contest 
between England and France wma ragiaCt and the people of tlM United States were 
divided into parties for the one side or the ether, smae tlafaikiBK that policy and duty 
required us to espouse the cause of republican France, as she was called ; while 
others were for connecting ourselves with England, under the beHef that she was the 
great preserratire power of good principles and safe government. The violation of 
our rights by both belligerents was forcing us from the Just and wise policy of 
President WASHiNaToir, which was to do equal justice to both, to take part with 
neither, but to preserve a strict and honest neutrality between them. The prospect 
of a rupture with France was exceedingly offensive to the portion of the people who 
espoused her cause ; and the violenee of the spirit of party has never risen higher— 
I think not so high— in our country, as it did at that time, upon that question. The 
theatre was thoa open fn our city. A young man belonging to it, who had talent as 
a singer, was about to take Iiis benefit. I had known him when he was at school. 
On this floqnaintapce, be called on me one Saturday afternoon, his benefit being 
announced for the following Monday. His prospects were very disheartening; but 
he said that if he could get a patriotic song, adapted to the tane^ef the "President's 
March," he did not doubt of a fnU bouse ; that the poets of the theatrical corps had 
been trying to accomplish it, bot had not succeeded. I told him I would try what I 
could do for him. He came the next afkeme<«, and the mag, auch as it is, was 
ready for him. The object of the author was to get up an Aat^an sptrt'C, which 
shoi^d be independent of,' and above the iifterests, pas^ns, and policy of both 
belligerents, and look and feel exdasively for oar own honour aadrightfk No allusion 
is made to France or £nglai>d, or the quarrel between thero^ 9r the question, which 
was most in fault in their treatment of us : of course the song flsund favour with 
both parties, for both were Aawricaos; at leart, neither etnM disavow the senti- 
ments and feelings it inculcated. Such is ttto hiacoiry of tiijs song, which has 
endured infinitely beyond the expectation of the author, as it is beyond any merit 
It can boast oi^ except tliat of being truly and ezclaaively patriotic in its sentiments 
and spirit. 

** Yery respeetfally, yoar moat obedient servant. 



n 



To •* « JOS. HOPKINSON. 



j* The Honourable Joseph Hopkinson, LL.D., Viee-PresideBt of the American 

Philosophical Society, and President of the Fenn^ylvaoia AeaAsaiy of Fine Arts, &c., 

died in Philadelphia on the l&th of Jasaary, 184^ ta tlie Beve»ty.«econd year of hi^ 

He waa a son of Francis Hopkinson, one of the most diatiosnished patriots of 

lution. 
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Lei iodependoKee be onr htmst, 
Ever mindful what H oovt ; 
Ever gratefal fiir tlie piK^ 
Let its akar nadi tiiei ~ 



Film — miited — let us be, 
fiallyiii^ lomd onr liberty ; 
Am a bamd of brothere jain^d, 
Feue an} safety we mil fiad. 

Immortal patriots! rise onee more ; 

Defend yomr ngbts^ dekaad jomt shore; 
Let no rade lee, witb impioas band. 
Let no rade fee, with impiot» baa^^ 

LiTade the shrine wbaie saered fies 

Of toil and bfeod Uie w^-eam^d prae. 
While cflering peace smca^ and just, 
In Heaven we piace a moaly tro^ 
That truth and jastiee wiB prerail, 
And erery s^eme of bondaige fail 

Firm — united, &c. 

Sound, sound the trump of Fame! 

Let Washikgto2(*s great name 
King throv^ the world with Io«kE applause, 
Ring throc^ the worH with load ap|iause : 

Let every clime to Freedom dear 

Listen with a joyful ear. 
With equal skiH aad god-like power, 
He goveraa ia the Setffhi haor 
Of horrid war ; or guides, with eaae, 
The happier times ol honait pcaoe. 

Fhnsk — united, &c. 

Behold the chief who now cammandB, 
Once more to serve his ooontry stands — 
The hm^ cm. which tiie storat will beat, 
The roek en whkh the storm witt beat : 
But, arm'd in virtue firm and true. 
His hopes are fixed on Heaven and you. 
When hope was sinW in dismay. 
And glooms obscured Cdhxmbia's day, 
His steady mind, from changes finee. 
Resolved on death or liberty. 

Firm — ^united, &e. 
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INDEPENDENCK DAY^ 

X PixmroxT. 

Day of glory! welcome day! 
Freedom's bamiers greet thy ray ; 
See! how cheerfully they play 

With thy morning breeze, 
On the rocks where pilgrims kneeFd, 
On the heights where squadrons wheeled. 
When a tyrant's thunder peai'd" 

O'er the trembling seas. 

God of armies ! did thy ^^ stars 
In their courses " smite his cars, 
Blast his arm, and wrest his bars 

From the heaving tide? 
On our standard, lo ! they bum, 
And, when days like this return. 
Sparkle o'er the soldiers' urn 

Who for freedom died. 

God of peace I — ^whose spirit fiUa 
All the echoes of our hills, 
All the murmurs of our rills. 

Now the storm is o'er ; — 
O, let freemen be our sons ; 
And let future Washingtons • 

Rise, to lead their valiant ones, 

'Till there's war no more. 

By the patriot's hallow'd rest. 
By the warrior's gory breast — 
Never let our graves be press'd 

By a despot's throne ; 
By the pilgrim's toils and cares. 
By their littles and their prayers, 
' By their afihes, — ^let our heirs 

Bow to thee alone.. 



THE AMERICAN BOY. 

Father, look up and see that flag, 

How gracefully it flies. 
Those pretty stripes — ^they seem to be 

A rainbow in tne. skies. 
. It is my country's flag, my son, 

And proudly drinks the light 
O'er ocean's wave— in foriegn climeBy 

A symbol of our might. 



THE AMERICAN UNION. 7S 

Father, what fearful noise is that, 

Like thundering of the clouds? 
Why do the people wave their hats, 

And rush along in crowds ? 
It is the Toice of cannoniy, 

The glad shout of the free, 
This is the day of Memory, dear, 

Tis freedom^s jubilee. 

I wish that I was now a man, 

rd fire my cannon too, 
And cheer as loudly as the rest : 

But, fath^, why don't you? 
Pm getting old and weak, but still 

My heart is big with joy ; 
IVe witnessed many a day like this, 

Shout ye aloud; my boy. 

Hurrah! for freedom's jubilee, 

God blesB our native land ; 
And may I live to hold the sword 

Of freedom in my hand ! 
Well done, my boy—grow up and love 

The land that gave you birth : 
A home where freedom loves to dwell, 

Is paradise on earth. 



THE AMERICAN UNION. 

AiroxTKOca. 

Flag of our country ! haughtily waving 
Over a coast two oceans are laving — 
Sunrise emerging, sunset decHning 
Where her horizon of biUows is shining— 
Not for the breadth of her regions unfolding, 
Kindle my eye and my heart, thee beholding ; 

But that a home and a refuge she giveth 
Freely to every freeman that Hveth ; 
But that she standeth, a peaceful redresser 
To the oppressed against the oppressor, 
None to cast insult outrage upon her. 
None, haughty banner, thy sign to dishonour ! 

• 

What though inherited evils should vex us, 
One gloomy problem divide and perplex us ? 
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Preachen of tseMOQ anck seas of diBastflr 

Make vm but ding to our UmcMf tlie faster ; 
Be ype bjr fledges of ikiih bat rcsfcrieted, 
Time shall pnmte fiir wlwfc TioM iw iiiflicted ! 

Ay, while the breezes of hesreit sfaiB fiin her, 
We will desert not Americans burner ;, 
Clouds sfaaH not fiigliten, foes not prerent us, 
Ready to die for what Hearen fias lent us ! 
Flag of the star amd atzkie ! ewer be streaming, 
While waves am loffing, wUfe flBDs are beaming ! 



THE LYRE AND SWORD. 

CNrsmv Lmcb 

The fireemao's g titl ering swwd be bfeist, — 

Forever blest the freemsn's lyie, — 
That rings upon the tyrants crest ; 

This stirs the heart like living fire : 
Well can he wield the rduning brand, 
Who battles for his native land; 

But yiAi&a. his fingers sweep the i^bcadsy 
That BommcHi heroes to the fray. 

They gather at the feast of swords. 
Like mountain-eagles to their prey f 

And Wd the vales and swelling hills, 

That sweetly bloom in freedom's land, 
A living spiiit breathes and filk 

The freeman^s heart and nerves Ins hand : 
For the bright soil that gave him birth, 
The home of all ha loves on earth, — 

For this, when freedom's trumpet calls, 
He waVes on high his swocd of ^e, — 

For this, amidst his country^s haSs, 
Forever strikes the freeman's lyre ! 

His buraiDg heart he may not VsbA 

To serve a doting despot's sway ; 
A BuppHant knee he wiU not bend 

Before these things of ^^ brass and day." 
When wrong and rvan caQ to war. 
He knows the summons frcsn afar ; 

On higjh his glittering sword he waves, 
And myriads feel the freeman's fire, 

While he, around their fathers' graves, 
Strikes to old strains the freeman's lyre. 
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TItE PtLCRlit PATHSRS. 

JoHV Pbeszomt. Born 1785. 

The FDgrim Fatlsera— ^here are Hbef^ 

The waves that braaglit tlKst oVr 
Still roll in the bi^ sai tkrov tbek spnsj 

As they break aSosg tiie riKoe: 
StiU roll in tkeUj, as iJuj rofi'd that doj, 

When the Mayflower moor'd heiow, 
When the sea arocmid -was black i¥zth stonair 

And white the ehcre with 



The miste tiiafc wrapped the FSI^tBB^s deep, 

Still brood upon the tide ; 
And his rocks yet ke^ their waldi by tke de^ 

To stay its waves of pnde. 
But the snow-white sail, tint be gave to the galo 

When the heaveos looik^d dark, is goae ; — 
As an angel's wing, thiou^ an opening dood. 

Is seen, and th^ withfteawn. 

The Pilgrim exile — saiisted name \ 

The hill whose ky brow, 
Eejoiced when he came, in ilie nKirniiig'B iame, 

In the morning's flame bnznis now. 
And the moon's cold light, as it lay that idght 

On the hill-side and the sea, 
Still lies where he laid his honseleBB head, 

But the Pilgrim — ^where is he ? 

The Pilgrim Fathers are at rest : 

When sommer 's throned on hi^ 
And the world's warm heart is in verdure dress^d^ 

Go, stand on the hiH where they lie. 
The earliest ray of the golden day, 

On that hallow'd sqpot is cast ; 
And the ev^ng sun^ as he leaves the woiid. 

Looks kindly on thai i^K>t last. 

The Pilgrim spirit has not fled ; 

It W3&B in noon's broad fight ; 
And it watches the bed of the glorious dead. 

With tbeir holy stars by night. 
It watches the bed of the brave who have bled. 

And shall guard this ice-bound shore. 
Till the waves of the bay, where the Mcajfiower lay, 

Shall foam and freeze no more. 
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THE CREEN MOUNTAIM BOYS. 

W. 0. Bbtast, 

Hebe we halt our inarch^ and pitch our tent, 

On the rugged forest ground. 
And light our fire with the branches rent 

By winds firom the beeches round. 
Wild storms have torn this ancient wood, 

But a wilder is at hand, 
With hail of iron and rain of blood, 

To sweep and waste the land. 

How the dark wood rings with voices shrill. 

That startle the sleeping bird ; 
To-morrow eve must tne voice be still, 

And the step must fall unheard. 
The Briton lies by the blue Champlain, 

In Ticonderpga^s towers. 
And ere the sun rise twice again, 

The towers and the lake are ours. 

Fill up the bowl from the brook that glides 

Where the fireflies light the brake ; 
A ruddier juice the Briton hides 

In his fortress by the lake. 
Build hiffh the fire, tiU the panther leap 

From his lofty perch in flight. 
And we^ll strengthen our weary arms with sleep 

For the deeds of to-morrow night. 



THE AMERICAN SWORD.* 

Amelia B. Wblbt. Becently deceased, 

SwoRD of our gallant fathers, defender of the brave, 

Of Washington upon the field and Ferry on the wave ! 

Well might Columbians foemen beneath thy death-strokes reel. 

For each hand was firm that drew thee, and each heart as true as 

steel; 
There^s not a tarnish on thy sheen, a rust upon thy blade, 
Though the noble hands that drew thee -are in dust and ashes laid ; 
Thou^rt still the scourge of tyrants, the safeguard of the free : 
And may Grod desert our banner when we surrender thee ! 

* These patriotic sentiments hare been adapted to an old English melody. It i» 
a fdyonrite In the Western States. Miss Welby wrote many charming lyrics under 
-nature of AKKLI4. 
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Sword of a thousand victories I thy splendours led the way, 
When our warriors trod the battle-field in terrible airay ; 
Thou wert seen amid the carnage, like an angel in thy wrath, 
The yanquifih^d and the vanquMier bestrewed thy gory path ; 
The life-blood of the haughty foe made red the dippery sod, 
Where thy crimson blade descended like the li^tning fflance of God ; 
They poured their ranks like autumn leaves, their life-blood as the sea. 
But they battled for a tyrant — ^we battled to be free I 

Sword of a thousand heroes I how holy is thy blade. 

So often drawn by Valour's arm, by gentle Rty's stay'd. 

The warrior breathes his vow by thee, and seals it with a kiss. 

He never ^ves a holier pledge, he asks no more than this ; 

And, when he girds thee to his side, with battle in his &ce. 

He feels within his single arm the strength of all his race ; 

He shrines thee in his noble breast, with all things bright and free ; 

And may God desert his standard when he surrenders thee ! 

Sword of our country's battles I forever mayst thou prove, 
Amid Columbia's freemen, the thunderbolt of Jove ; 
Where, like a youthful victress, with her holy flag unfturled. 
She sits amid ike nations, the empress of the world. 
Behold the heaven-bom goddess, in her glory and increase. 
Extending in her lovely hands the olive-branch of peace, 
The glittmng steel is girded on, the safe-guard of the free : 
And may God desert her standard when ^e surrenders thee I 



OUR BANNER. 

Go, bring out our banner and proudly uprear it, 

So perfect, so fJEiultless, and bright ; 
The frown of the foeman, oh 1 say who shall fear it, 

'Neath the banner of Liberty's light. 
And then, as ye see its stripes waving proudly. 

With the stars, bright emblems so true, 
Let your heart catch the spirit and swell the cry loudly- 

Excelsior, Red, White, and Blue. 

The Bed — once this fair earth hath watered 

With streams all darkling and gory ; 
Fame points to the ^ves of the daughtered. 

The theme of both song and story : 
So the Red we will twine around Liberty's altar, 

And stripe with our banneret too, 
Like the brave souls of those who never would Mter — 

Excelsior, Red, White, and Blue ! 
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The Wbite pioiidly beaaung, a prasage of lore, 

A tie iiiat noi^ht e^er ihall aerer — 
A bond Btrcoger far ihan tyniziti e^er wore, 

EntwineB xomid ear Union fcr erer. 
The fnnyetB of tbe freeman &11 over the naticm, 

As drops of kesven^s zich dew ; 
Tbea m wi1& oar limner, sod dftDut with eliUioii — 

EzcelfiBar, Bed, White, and mne. 

When the worn soldier, with knapsack £or pillow, 

Jj&ja down of his eountry to dream ; 
The miBSC that lulls him to sleep is the bilknr. 

His watcher the starts silent gleam. 
AboFe him they stand, arrayed in bright fi^dendour, 

Singiag kyxmis d a victory true ; 
And never with life will he that flag surrender — 

Ejusehsor, Bed, White, and Blue. 

Then up with our banner, and this be our boast — 

Our cotmtrf shall ever be free ; 
The land whidi our fareEather''8 life-blood has cost, 

Shan be guarded by us sacredly. 
Go, bring out our banner, and proudly uniurled 

Let it swe31 with the laeezes anew; 
Up, u{k, with our bann^, and shout to the world — 

EYcelaSgr, Bed, White, and Blue. 



THE SCAR OF LEXINGTON. 

With titeaib anuJe, thepratti&ig boy 

Who on the vctenii''s hreaafc reeli 
HaB thcown aaide lis iB,jmat» iof^ 

Ati<^ round ins tenier finga 
Those aeattarVi lodEB, Ihat, with the m^. 
Of fourscoffe yens, are memj idaite; 
And, as a sear avxaiB lasidenr. 
He cries, ^^ Grand^ what somided ysa?^ 

^^ My child, 'tis five-aad-fi£fcy years 

This very day, this vety kior. 
Since, ftom aaoeae of blood and tears. 

Where valour M^ by hoollle power, 
I saw retiie the aettmgsaa 
Behind the hills of Jjesaaaa^ffitm ; 
While pale and fi&leBB on the plahi 
My brothers lay, lQr£:Qedomsl&iBl 
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*^ And ere that fight, the first that spoke 

In thunder to our land, was o>r, 
Amid the clouds of fire and smoke, 

I felt my garments wet with gore ! 
^Tis since that dread and wild a&ay, 
That tiring, dark, eventful day. 
From this calm April eye so £u*, 
I wear upon my cheek the scar. 

*^ When thou to manhood shalt be grown, 

And I am gone in dust to sleep. 
May fireedom^B rights be still thine owa, 

And thou and thine ia. quiet rmp 
The unblighted product of the toil. 
In which my blood bedewed the soil ! 
And while those fruits thoa duJt enjoy, 
Bethink thee of this scar, my boy. 

*' But shonld thy country's voice be heaid 
To bid her children fly to aims, 
Gird on thy grandsiveVi irmtj uwofd ; 

And, undismayed by war's alarms. 
Remember on the faattle-field, 
I made the hand of God my skidd : 
And be thou spared, Mke me, to tell 
TYhat bore Hiee up, while o&en ML'* 
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SEA SONGS* 



''HOW CHEERr ARE THE MARINERS." 

Paxk BsvJAiair. llfude hg DempMtr, 

How cheery are the mariners — 

Those lovers of the sea ! 
Their hearts are like its yeasty waves, 

As bounding and as free, 
They whistle when the storm-bird wheels 

Iq circles round the mast ; 
And sin^ when deep in foam the ship 

Flours onward to the blast. 

What care the mariners for gales ? 

There 's music in their roar, 
When wide the berth along the lee, 

And leagues of room before. 
Let billows toss to mountain heights. 

Or sink to chasms low, 
The vessel stout will ride it out, 

Nor reel beneath the blow. 

With streamers down and canvas fiirrd, 

The gallant hull will float 
Securely, as on an inland lake 

A silken-tassell^d boat ; 
And sound asleep some mariners, ' 

And some with watchful eyes, 
Will fearless be of dancers dark 

That roll along the iSdes. 

God keep those cheery mariners I 

That temper all the gales 
That sweep against the rocky coast 

To their storm-shattered sails ; 
And men on shore will bless the ship 

That could so guided be, 
Safe in the hoUow of His hand, 

To brave the mighty sea I 
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THE SEAMAN'S BETHEL/ 

John PuoFoarr. 

Thou, who on the whirlwind ridest, 

At whose word the thunder roars, 
Who, in nugesty, presidest 

O'er the oceans and their shores ; 
Prom those shores and from the oceans, 

We, the children of the sea. 
Come to pay thee our devotions, 

And to giye this house to thee. 

When, for business on great waters. 

We go down to sea in ships, 
And our weeping wives and daughters 

Hang, at partme, on our lips, 
This, our Bethel, snail remind us, 

That there's one who heareth prayer, 
And that those we leave behind us 

Are a fiEdthful pastor's care. 

Visions of our native highlands 

In our wave-rock'd dreams embalm'd. 
Winds that come from spicy islands 

When we long have lain becalm'd, 
Are not to our souls so pleasant ^ . . ^ . 

As the offerings we shall bring 
Hither, to the Omnipresent, 

For the shadow of his wing. 

When in port, each day that's holy. 

To this House we'll press in throngs ; 
When at sea, with spint lowly. 

Well repeat its sacred songs. 
Outward bound, shall we, in sadness. 

Lose its flag behind the seas ; 
Homeward bound, we'U greet with gladness 

Its first floating on the breeze. 

Homeward bound ! — ^with deep emotion, 

We remember, Lord, that life 
Is a voyage upon an ocean. 

Heaved by many a tempest's strife. 
Be»thy statutes so engraven » 

On our hearts and minds, that we, 
Anchoring in Death's quiet haven, 

All may make our home with thee. 

• Written for the dedication of the Seamen't Bethel, under the direction cf the 
Doaton Port Society, 1833. 
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THE SHIP IS READY. 

H. F. Gouxj>. 

Fare thee well ! the ship is ready, 
And the breeze is fresh and steady. 
Hands are fast ike anchor weighing ; 
High in air the streamer 's playing. 
Spread the sails — Ike waves are swelling 
Proudly round thy buoyant dwelling, 
Fare thee well ! and when at sea, 
Think of those who sigh for thee. 

When from land and home Tooodai^^ 
And from hearts that wche to bLeeding, 
•Thmk of those hshiiid, who knre thae, 
While the «m is bri^it above ihee ! 
Then, as down to ooean ghmcing, 
In the waves his rays «re dancing, 
Think how long the night will be 
To the eyes that weep for thee. 

When the londy night-wstdi keeping. 
All below ihee still and sleeping, — 
As the needle points ^e qnaarter 
O'er the wide and traokless water, 
Let thy v ig^ cfver find thee 
Mindful of the fri^ids bdiind ikee ! 
Let thy bosom's magnet be 
Tum'd to thoK idio wake £ir iliee] 

When with slow and genfle moiian. 
Heaves the bosom of the ocean, — 
While in peace thy Ixunque is riding, 
And the olver moon is i^iding 
O'er the sky with tnuiquQ £|£sDdoDr, 
Where the G^iining hosts attend her : 
Let the brightest visions be 
Country, home, and friends, ^ tine t 

When the tempest hovoa o'er ihae, 
Danger, wxeck, and death befoie iha^ 
While ^e sword of fne is gleamii^. 
Wild the winds, the tooBnt aJmanBiijg, 
Then a pious aappfiazittoi£xig^ 
Let thy thougfata, iohea^ma-wmoeanSaag^ 
£each themero^-seat, to be 
Met by prayers that rise for thee. 
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THE 3E»BAI> MABINES. 

. Ti4e AEA« MAfUNCR. 

Q. J). PmsmncM. IMtuic hy Demptter, 

"Sleep on, sleep on ! abo^e thy eofse 

The winds their Sabbath ke^ ; 
The waveB are round thee, and thy breast 

Heaves with the beaviag deep. 
0*er thee mild eve her beauty ningB, 
And there the white gull lifts her wings, 
And the blue halcyon loves to lave 
Mesc plumage in the deep blue wave. 

Sleep on ; no willorw o^er thee bends 

With melandioly air, 
No violet springs, no dewy rose 

Its soul of love lays baie ; « 

But there the sea-flower, bright and young. 
Is sweetly o^er thy slumbecs flung, 
And, like a weeping mourner fair, 
The paie flag han^ its treues there. 

^leep on, sleep on ; the glittering dc^riiis 

Of ocean's coral caves 
Are thy bright urn — ^y raqniam 

The music of its waves ; 
The purple igems for ever Inm 
In &delenheaiUiy round thy um. 
And, mure and deep as infiuat love, 
The Mob sea xofis its waves above. 

Sleep on, sleep on ; tiie fearful wrath 

Of minglingxloud and deep 
May leave its wild and stormy track 

Above thy place of sleep ; 
But when the wave lias wnk to irsst 
As now, 'twill munnnr o?er thgr breast. 
And the bdgfat vidams of the aea, 
Ferchanoe mil make ih&r home with thee. 



Sleeps on ; thy coiae is far away, 

But love bewails thee yet ; 
For thee the heart^wrung ttgh is breathed. 

And lovely eyes aie wet : 
And she, thy young and boauteoos bride, 
Her thoughts axe £)ivering by 41^ side, 
As oft she tarns to view, wiih teais, 
The £den of departed yeeops. 
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THE STORMY PETREL. 

Pabx BxvjUkiCRr. ZAfutic bp JHgigH, 

This ib the bird that sweeps o^er the sea— 
Fearkas, and rapid, and strong is he ; 
He nerer forsakes the billowj roar, 
To dwell in calm on the tranquil shore, 
Saye when his mate from the tempest^s shocks 
Protects her young in the splintered rocks. 

Birds of the sea, they rejoice in storms ; 
On the top of the ware you mav see their forms ; 
They run and dire, and they whirl and fly, 
Where the glittering foam-spray breaks on high ; 
And acainst the force of the strongest gale. 
Like phantcHu ships they soar and ftail. 

All oyer the ocean, fiEur from land. 
When the storm-king rises, dark and grand, 
The mariner sees the petrel meet 
The fathomless wayes with steady feet. 
And a tireless wing, and a daunlJess breast, 
Withput a home or a hope of rest. 

So, *mid iSoQ contest and toil of life', 
My soul ! when the billows of rage and strife 
Are tossing high, and the heayenly blue 
Ib shrouded by yapours of sombre hue — 
Like the petrel, wheeling o'er foam and spray,. 
Onward and upward pursue thy way ! 



THE NICHT STORM AT SEA. 

£ps8 Sasobaitt. [ JfMt'c by Demptter^ 

'Tis a dreary thing to be 

Tossing on the wide, wide sea, 

When the sun has set in clouds, 

And the wind sighs through the shrouds. 

With a yoice and with a tone 

Like a liying creature's moan ! 

Look ! how wildly swells the surge 
Bound the black horizon's yerge ! 
See the giant billows rise 
From the ocean to the skies ! 
While the sea-bird wheels his flight 
O'er their streaming crests of wliite. 



.•<* 
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List ! the wind is wakening fast! 
All the sky is oTercast I 
Lurid yapours, hnnying, trail 
In the pathway of the ^e, 
As it strikes us with a diock 
That might rend the deep-set rock ! 

Falls the strained and shivered mast ! 
Spars are scattered by the blast I 
ioid the sails are split asunder. 
As a cloud is rent oy thunder ; 
And the struggling yessel shakes, 
As the wild sea o'er her breaks. 

All! what sudden light is this. 
Blazing o'er the dark abyss ? 
Lo ! the full moon rears her form 
'Mid the cloud-rifts of the storm, 
And athwart tlie troubled air 
Shines, like hope upon despair! 

Every leaping billow gleams 
With the lusbre of her beams, 
And lifts high its fiery plume 
Through the midnight's parting gloom ; 
While its scatter'd flakes of gold 
O'er the sinking deck are roU'd. 

Father I low on bended knee, 
Humbled, weak, we turn to thee ! 
Spare us, 'mid the fearful fight 
Of the raging winds to-night ! 
Guide us o'er the threatening wave : 
Save us ! Thou alone canst save I 



MR. MERRY!8 LAMENT FOR LONG TOM.* 

J. O. BmAiarA»x». 

' Thy cruise is over now. 

Thou art anchor'd by the shore, 
And never more shalt thou 
Hear the storm around thee roar-; 
Death has shaken out the sand of thy glass. 
Now around thee sports l^e whale, 
And the porpoise snuffe the sale, 
And the night-winds wake uieir wail 
As &ey pass. 

* Ereiybody TCmemben ** Long Tom Coffin;" Sn Coopor** -ftuBow nortl 
ThorUot.'' 
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The Beargraai round thy biier 

Shall bend beneath the tide, 
Nor tell the breakeES near 
Where thy manly hmbi abide ; 
But the granite rock thy tamfartone ihafl. be. 
Thxongh the edges of 1^ gEave 
,Are the combingB of the wave — 
Yet unheeded they shaE rave 
Oyar thee. 

At the pipiltg of aU hands, 

When tiie judgment signal^s 
When the islands and the lands. 
And the seas giTe up their dead, 
And the south and the north shall come ; 
When the sinner is dismay'd. 
And the just man is afraid. 
Then heaven be thy aid, 
' PooB Tom. 



LAND, HO! 

Fill high the brimmer !^— 4;he land is in sight, 
We'll be hapfpy, if never again, boys, to-m^t : 
Tlie cold, cheerless ocean in safety weVe passed, 
And the urarm genial earth glads our vision at last. 
In the land of the stranger true hearts we shall find. 
To soothe us in absence of those left bdnnd : 
Then fOl high Uie brinmser 1 the land is in sight, 
We'll be happy, if never again, boys, to-night. 

Fill high the brimmer t — ^till mom well remain. 

Then part in the hope to meet one day again, 

Boimd the hearth-stone of home, in the land of our birth,. 

llie hdiest gpob on the fiu^e of the earth. 

Dear country ! our thoughts are more constant to thee 

Than the steel to the star, or the stream to the sea ; 

Then fill up the brimmer ! the land is in sight, 

We'll be happy, if never again, boys, to-night. 

Fill high the brimmer ! — ^l^e wine sparkles rise 
Like tears, from the fountains of joy, to the eyes : 
May rain-drops that fall from the storm-douds of care. 
Melt away in the sun-beaming smiles of the £ur. 
Drink deep to the chime €i the nautiod bells. 
To woman — God bless her — ^wherever she dwells ! 
Then fill high ^e brimmer ! the land is in sight, 
'ell be happy, if never again, boys, to-night. 
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BOAT SONG. 

C. F. Bomujs, 

We court no gale with nPQoing sail. 

We fear no aquaU a>brewii^ ; , 
Seas smooth or rough, skies fair or bluff, 

Alike our coarse pursuing. 
For what to uft aie winds, when thus 

Our merry boat is flymg. 
While bold and free, with joennd glee^ 

Stout hearts her oars are ]plying*i 

At twilight dun, when red Hbe sun 

Far o*er the water flashes. 
With buoyant song, our bark along 

Her crimson pamway dashes. 
And when the nifl^t deyoura the light. 

And shadows Ihicken o'er us, 
The stars steal out, the skies about. 

To dance to our bold chorus. 

Sometimes near shore, we ease our oar. 

While beauty's sleep inyading, 
To watch the beam through her casement gleam, 

As she wakes to our serenading ; 
Then, with the tide, we floating glide 

To music soft, receding, 
Or drain one «up, to her flil'd ixp 

For whom those notes are pl^ding. 

Thus, on and on, till the night is gone, 

And the garish dawn is breaking, 
While landsnen sleep, we boatmen ke^ 

The soul of frolic waking. 
And though cheerless then our crafi look, when 

To her moorings day hath brought her. 
By the moon amain die is launched agjiin 

To dance o*er the merry water. 



OLD IRONSIDES;* 

OursB W. Houni. 

At tear her tatter'd ensign down ! 

Long has it wared on high. 
And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky ; 

* Written when it wu proposed to break np tho frigate ** Constitation,*? as nnflt 
for aeryiee. 
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Beneath it rang the battle shout, 
And buist the cannon^s roar ; 

The meteor of the ocean air 
Shall sweep the clouds no more ! 

Her deck, once red with heroes^ blood, 

Where knelt the vanquished foe, 
When winds were hunying o^er the flood, 

And wares were white below. 
No more shall feel the victor's tread, 

Or know the conquered knee ; 
The harpies of the shore shall pluck 

The eagle of the sea ! 

O, better that her shattered hulk 

Should, sink beneath the wave ; 
Her thunders shook the mighty deep. 

And there should be her grave : 
Nail to the mast her holy flag. 

Set every threadbare sail, 
And give her to the god of storms. 

The lightning and the gale ! 



OVER THE FAR BLUE OCEAN WAVE. 

JovATBAx Lau&sscb. Boih 1807; died 1838. 

Over the far blue ocean wave. 

On the wild winds, I flee, 
Yet every thought of my constant heart 

Is winging, love, to thee ; 
For each foaming leap of our gallant ship 

Had barVd a pang for me, 
Had not thy form, through sun and storm, 

Been my only memory. 

O, the sea-mew's wings are fleet and fast. 

As he dips in the dancing spray ; 
But fleeter and faster the thoughts, I ween. 

Of dear ones far away ! 
And lovelier, too, than yon rainbow's hue. 

As it lights the tinted sea. 
Are the daylight dreams and sunny gleams 

Of the heart that throbs for thee. 
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And when moon and stars are asleep -on the 'waves. 

Their dancing tops among, 
And the sailor is giuling the long watch-hour 

B7 the music of his song ; 
When our sail is white in the dark midnight, 

And its shadow is on the sea, 
O, never knew hall such festival 

As my fond heart holds with thee ! 



THE NAUTILUS. 

Pask Bbvjaicxv. Ifutic by H. RMOttt* 

The Nautilus ever loves to glide 

Upon the crest of the radiant tide. 

when the sky is clear and the wave is bright, 

Look over the sea for a lovely sight I 

You may watch, and Watch for many a mile, 

And never see Nautilus all the while. 

Till, just as your patience is nearly lost, 

Lo ! there is a bark in the sunlight toss'd ! 

*' Sail, ho ! and whither away so fast?" 
What a curious thing she has rigged for a mast ! 

*' Ahoy ! ahoy I don't you hear our haQ ? " 
How the breeze is swelling her gossamer sail ! 
The good ship Nautilus — ^yes, His she ! 
Sailing over me gold of the placid sea ; — 
And though she will never deign reply, 
I could tell her hull with the glance of an eye. 

Now, I wonder where Nautilus can be bound ; 
Or does she always sail round and round, 
With the fairy queen and her court on board. 
And mariner-sprites, a glittering horde? 
Does she roam and roam till the evening light ? 
And where does she fp in the deep midnight ? 
So crazy a vessel could hardly sail, 
Or weather the blow of ** a fine stiff gale." 

O, the selfiaame hand that holds the chain, 

Wliich the ocean binds to the rocky main — 

Which guards from the wreck when the tempest raves, 

And the stout ship reels on the surging waves — 

Directs the course of thy little bark. 

And in the light of the shadow dark, 

And near the shore, or far at sea, 

Makes safe a billowy path for thee ! 
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THE SEA-BIRD. 

J. O. C Bbaisabd. 

Ox the deep is the nuaiaa'B dangsr, 

On ihe deep is the mariner's d^tth ; 
Who to fear of the tempest a^stranger, 
Sees the last babbie bant of his faresath ? 
'Tis the sea-biid, sea-faardy searbird. 

Lone looker on despair, 
The sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, 
The only witoeHS there. 

Who watches their course, who so mildly 
Careers to the kiss of the breeze ? 

Who lists to their shrieks, who so wildly 
J^re clasped in the arms of the seas ? 
'Tis the sea-bird, &c. 

Who hoyeia on high o'er the lover, 
And her who has clung to his neek ? 

Whose wing is the wing that can cover, 
With its shadow, the foundering wreck ? 
'Tis the sea-bird, &c. 

My eye on the light of the billow. 
My wing on ^e wake of the wave, 

I sh&H take to my breast, for a pillow. 
The shroud of the &ir and the brave. 
I'm a sea-bird, &c. 

My foot on the iceberg has lighted. 

Where hoarse the wild winds veer about ; 
My eye, when the bark is benighted, 
Sees the lamp of the lighthouse go out. 
I'm the seai-bird, sea-bird, sea-Inrd, 

Lone looker on despair ; 
The sea-biid, sea-bird, sea-bird. 
The only witness tha:^. 



A UFE Off THE OCEAN WAVE. 

SP9fl SARGBAar. IMtuie b^ J7. RuuelL 

A LIFE on the ocean wave, 

A home on the rolling deep ! 
Where the scattered vraters rave, 

And the winds their revels keep. 
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Like an eagle caged, I pine 

On this doll unchanging shore — 
Oh, give me the flashing brine, 

The epTty, and tiie tempest^s roar. 

Once more on the deck I stand 

Of mj own finft>|^iding craft ; 
Set sail I farewell to the hmd, 

The gale follows fair abaft. 
We shoot thio* the flraarklmg foam 

Like an oeesn bira set ftee ; 
Like the ocean bixdv our home 

Well find &c ont on the sea. - 

The land is no bnger in view, 

The clouds have began to frown ; 
But with a stout yessd and crew^ 

We'n say, let the storm come down ! 
And the song of our hearts shall be. 

While the winds and waters rare^ 
A life on the heaying sea ! 

A life on Hie ocean wave f 



This song has so lonRbeen a favonrtte in Enflrland, that "the public" look on 
It as one of their own ** kith and kin." Mr. Sargeant is a natiye of Gloucester, a 
town on the sea-coast of MasaadttuMta. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



PIT PAT. IJIutU by BhrliOk. 

A BEAU I had once on a time — 

A handsome fellow too ; 
Who wore moxustacheB, danced and Bung, 

And other graoeB knew. 
The time we met—delightful thought — 

Sweet moments of unrest — 
His heart went pit^ and then went pat^ 

At least BO he con&Bt. 

Twas by a lake of waters blue, 

Upon the silyer strand, 
With fond emotion in his eyes, 

He offered me his hand. 
I need' not tell you how my face 

With deepest crimson grew ; 
Both hearts went pit^ and then went pat^ 

And very proper too. 



THE RAINY DAY. 

H. W. LoxoFELLow. iUusic by SUpht» iiatuU.* 

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary ; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
But at every gust the dead leaves fiedl, 

And the day is dark and dreary. 

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary ; 
My thoughts still cling to the mouldering past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast. 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

Be still, sad heart, and cease repining ; 
Bdund the clouds is the sun still shimng ; 
Thy fjEite is the common fate of all : 
Into each life some rain must fall. 

Some days must be dark and dreary. 

* There ia an English version also. 



TWEKTY YEARS AGO. 9S 

WE BREAK THE QLA8S.* 

Edwabd C. PcrxsTET. Died 1838. 

We break the glaas, whose sacred wine 

To some beloved health we drain, 
Lest future pledges, less divine, 

Should e*er the hallow'd toy profane ; 
And thus I broke a heart that pour'd 

Its tide of feelings out for thee, 
in draughts, by after-times deplored, 

Tet dear to memory. 

But still the old, impassion'd ways 

And habits of my mind remain, 
And still unhappy Hght die^ys 

Thine image chambered in my brain, 
And still it looks as when the hours 

Went by like flights of singing birds, 
Or that soft chain of spoken flowers 

And airy gems — thy words. 



TWENTY YEARS AGO. 

G. P. MoBRis. iMuiie hy AutHn PhiUips* 

'TwAS in the flush of Autumn time. 

Some twenty years or more, 
When Ernest lost his way and crossed 

The threshold of our door. 
Ill ne'er forget his locks of jet. 

His brow of Alpine snow. 
His manly grace of form and £ace, 
His manly grace of form and fiioe. 

Some twenty years ago ! 

Twenty years ago ! 

The hand he ask'd I freely gave ; 

Mine was a happy lot — 
In all my pride to be his bride, 

Withm my father's cot. 
The Mth he spoke he never broke ; 

His constant heart I know ; . 
And well I vow I love him now. 
And well I vow I love him now 

As twenty years ago ! 

Twenty years ago ! 

* The aathor of this song was bom in lionclon, in October, 1802, while his father, 
the Hon. William Pinkney, was the American Minister at the Court of St James's. 
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AUMT OINA BOl. 

BTHIOPXAM SOH a 

All! well I remembar o]d Aunt Dina 
Her eye dim wiUi age, and her wcxd like de snow ; 
She Hbed in a hut near the riber Pee Dae, 
And more dan a mudder was Dina to me : 
For E^e waa de fust one to learn me a tone, 
De fust one to teach me to trap de old ^ooon; 
And 88 long aa de bkod in dis body shall flow^ 
ril remember wid gratitude Aunt Dina Boe. 

She was good to de poor nigger-bloving and mild ; 
She^d joke wid de old Mks, and play wid a child ; 
She^d frown at de wrong act, but amile at the right ; 
And ebery one hibed her, boff iilack and de white. 
And often, when smokin' her pipe at de door, 
The birds would fly in and bop ober de floor ; 
For dey knew, though dey seen die qM cat on de chair, 
Dat puss couldn't hurt 'em, for Dina was there. 

She'd cry wid de sorrowing, laugh wid de gay. 

Tend on de sick bed, an' join in de play ; 

De fust at de &neral, wedding, «r hnBth-— 

De kiUer ob trouble and maker ob mirth. 

She spoke her mind freely, was plain as de day, 

But neber hurt any by what she might aaf : 

If she once made a promise, it neber was liroke, 

And her friends would all swear to what Dina had spoke. 

One beautiful momin', at brake ob de di^, 
I stopped at de old hut while passing dat way ; 
I opened de door — ^what an o^jsc' was theBD ! 
My dear old Aunt Dina was dead in bar chair. 
We buried her xmder an old wiflow-^ree, 
Where many a timeshe had frolicked wid me ; 
E'en massa wept for her, though she was a slave ; 
And Touser, her £Edthful dog, died on her grave. 

EXCELSIOR.* 

H. W. LcmoFBixow. Bom 1807. 

The shades of night were filling fast, 
As through an Alpine lallage pass'd 
A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and ioe, 
A banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior ! 

* This poem has been adapted to mosic by a score of oomposers, English and 
Anwri ra n ; bnt, stnmge to say, thedBeariest and moit ineoqaMaive THrima ijur Miss 
Lindsay) has met with^l^fiu- the Ungtttaaie. Who«Ba exfUhijliiif 
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His brow was aad ; hk eye beneath 
Flashed like a faulchion £rom its sheath, 
And like a silver clarion rung 
The accents of that unknown tongue, 
Exceteior ! 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright : 
Above, the spectral^laciers shone, 
And from his lips escaped a groan, 
ExceL^Lor! 

" Try not the pass !^^ the old man said ; 
" Dark lowers the tempest overhead. 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide ! '^ 
And Ibud that clarion voice replied, 
£x»daior ! 

*' O stay^^^ the maiden aiud, ^^jind neet 
Thy weary head upon this bneast J '' 
A tear stood in his liright blue e^e, 
But still he answer^, idih Ji ogh, 
Exoekiarl 

" Beware the pine tree^s wiSier^d branch ! 
Beware the awful. avalanche ! ^ 
This was the peasant^s last good night ; 
A voice r^lim £ur up the hmght, 
Excelsior ! 

At break of day, as heavemraid 
The pious monks of -Saint Bjbbhas]> 
Uttered the oft-repested prtgrer, 
A voice cried tiiBGngh the stevfiled aii^ 
iEkcelaorl 

A traveller, by the faithful bound, 
Half buried in the snow was £>und. 
Still grasping in his hand ai use 
That banner with ^ihe strange desioe, 
Excekdor] 

There in the twilight cold aiid^gn^, 
Li&ieK^ but -beaatifal, he hi|y, 
And *6Kfnx Hbe «ky, aereniBJBQdi&n:, 
A voice f<^ like a&I&Dgateri 
Excekoorl 
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UNCLE SAM. 

A CHABACTERISTIG YAKKEE SONG. 

Obatiokise may ancient Greece, ^ 

About its shattered glory ; 
And Rome ma^ spin a cla^c yam^ 

Some fierce inflated story. 
And France with her Napoleons, 

And ReTolution smashes, 
And Bonleyard inhabitants, 
All lingo and moustaches, 
Are well enough, as countries go ; 

But I'll tell you the nation — 
Tis UNCLE SAM, across the sea,. 
And he beats " all creation 1 " 

There's Bomba and poor Naples too, 

IVe no desire to fiet her ; 
But tJie sooner that he emigrates 

From this world — all the better ! 
And Spain is crumblin' like a cheese : 

A few grandees and minions, 
Who live on garlic, constitute 
Queen il^l^e's dominions. 
In fact there's no denyin' it, 

The only perfect nation 
Is Uncle Sam — ^a famous chap, 
And he beats " all creation 1 " 

And Russia is of no account, 

Nor monarch Alexander ; 
He'll never set the sea on fire ! 
I'll rile him by my candour. 
And Prussia — ^into a cocked hat 

Three sturdy blows would knock it : 
And as for little Belgium, 
I'd put it in my pocket, 
liere is no backing out the fact,' 

It needs no cogitation. 
To tell that " Uncle Sam" in size 
Demolishes creation ! 

And yet there is a leetle place. 
With which I'm somewhat smitten ; 

A spot that's made a wond'rous noise, 
I guess I mean Great Britain. 

* The muBlc of this song is published by Addison, Hegent Street, Londou, 
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Her Btrength and force I liken to 

A nuussiYe rock-bound tower ; 
And all the world acknowledges 
She^s full of pluck and power. 
And I believe that from this source, 

We drew our inspiration, 
Which part explains why Uncle Sam 
Can challenge aU creation ! 



GINGER'S WEDDING.* 

EtniOFiAir Sosro. 

Oh, pleasant de song dat I sing. 
An* well I remember de day, 
When de little church bells dey did ring. 
And de darkies were done making hay ; 
When de birds were at rest, 
And lay snug in their nests, 
And de clouds dey looked pleasant and clear ; 

Sweet Rosa was happy indeed. 
When to church she and Ginger did steer. 
Chorus: When de birds were at rest, &c. 

Dey were going to be married dat day, 

And de darkies were all to be dere 
(In de Httle log church by de way), 
Wid the coloured gals lookin^ so fair. 
Den locked arm in arm 
For fear of some harm, 
Dis couple went skipping along ; 
And Kosa felt happy dat day, 
As she sang dat sweet nightingale song. 
Den locked arm in arm, &c. 

Shall I eber forget it indeed. 

How happy de darkies did look. 
When de parson he den did proceed, 
By perusing de hi^hmoniaL book ? 
Den he i^ed liu>ly Rosa 
If wedded she'd l)e. 
And take Ginger for better or wuss. 

Wid a tear and a sigh she said, ^^ Yes ;'* 
Den Ginger gib Rosa a buss ! 
Den he asked, &c. 

* We need scarcely say that we publish this son^r, not because we in any way 
Admire it, bat becaose It is a spedmen of a class of effusions immensely popular 
on both Sides of the ocean* 

O 



99> BOOK OF AMmilCAN SONGS. 

AWAKE^ MY SILVER LUTE! 

Hart E» Lbb. 

Awake, my silver lute I 

String all ihj plaintiye wires ; 
And as the fountain gashes free, 
So let thy memory chant for me 
The theme that never tires. 

Awake, my liquid voice ! 

Like yonder timorous bird, 
Why dost thou sing in trembling fear, 
As if by some obtrusive ear 

Thy secret should be heard ? 

Awake, my heart — ^yet no ! 

As Cedron's golden rill, 
Whose changeless echo singeth o^ei* 
Notes it had heard long years before, 

So thou art never still. 

My voice ! my lute ! my heart ! 

SpriDg joyously above 
The feeble notes of lower earth, 
And let thy richest tones have bii*th 

Beneath the touch of love ! 



THE MINIATURE. 

G. P. MoBiiia [J/««c 6y J. P. Knight* 

William was holding in his hand 

The likeness of his wife, 
Fresh, as if touched by feiry's wand, 

With beauty, grace, and Ufe. 
He almost thought it spoke : 

He gazed upon the treasure still, 
Absorbed, dehghted, and atQazed 

To view the artist's skill. 

*' This is yourself, dear Jane ; 

'Tis drawn to nature true : 
I've kiss'd it o'er and o'er again. 

It is so much like you." 
" And has it kiss'd you back, my dear ? " 

*' Why no, my love," said he. 
" Then, William, it is very clear, ^ 

'Tis not at all like me." 

• If we inUtake not, Mr. Knight fonnerly reaidcd in Aznerlca. 
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I AM MOT OLD. 

Faue Bszr JAimi. 

I AM not old — ^though years hare cast 

Their shadows on mj way ; 
I am not old — ^thongh youth has passed 

On rapid wings away. 
For in my heart a fountain flows, 
And round it pleasant thoughts repose ; 
And sympathies and feelings high, 
Spring like the stars on evening's sky. 

I am not old — ^Time may have set 

" His signet on my brow," 
And some &int furrows there have met, 

Which care may deepen now : 
Yet love, fond love, a chaplet weaves 
Of fresh yourig buda and verdant leaves ; 
And still in fancy I can twine 
Thoughts, sweet as flowers, that once were mine. 



LOOK ALOFT. 

Jonathan LAvrBBScs. 

In the^empest of life, when the wave and the gale 
Are around and above, if thy footing should £dl, 
K thine eye should grow dim, and thy caution depart, 
^^ Look aloft," and be firm, and be fearless of heart. 

If the friend who embraced in prosperity's glow^. 
With a smile for each joy and a tear for each woe, 
Should betray thee when sorrows like clouds are array'd, 
" Look aloft " to the friendship which never shaU fade. 

Should the visions which hope spreads in light to thine eye. 
Like the tints of the rainbow, but Brighten to fly, 
Then turn, and through tears of repentant regret, 
" Look al<x6b " to the sun that is never to set. ^ 

Should they who are dearest, the son of thy heart, 
The wife of thy bosom, in sorrow depart, 
^^ Look aloft," from the darkness and dust of the tomb, 
To that sail where " affection is ever in bloom." 

And O ! when death comes in his terrors, to cast 
His feaars on tibe future, his paU on the past. 
In that moment of darkness, with hope in thy heart, 
And a smile in thine eye, " look aloft," and depart ! 

(i 2 
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OLD CROW-NEST. 

G. P. IffoBBia. 

Where Hiidaon^B wave, o'er silyesry sands, 

Winds thiouffh the hills afar, 
Old Crow-nest uke a monarch stands, • 

Crowned with a single star ; 
And there, amid the Imlowy swells . 

Of rock-ribbed, cloud-capped earth. 
My £Bdr and gentle Ida dwells — 

A nymph of mountain birth. 

The snow flake that the cliff receives — . 

The diamonds of the showers ; 
Spring's tender blossoms, buds and leaves — 

The sisterhood of flowers ; 
Mom's early beam, eve's balmy breeze-^ 

Her purity define ; — 
But Ida 's dearer fax than these 

To this fond breast of mine. 

My heart is on the hills ; the shades 

Of night are on my brow. 
Ye pleasant haunts and silent glades. 

My soul is with you now. 
I bless the star-crowned highlands where 

My Ida's footsteps roam : 
Oh! for a falcon's wing to bear — 

To bear me to my home I 



NELLY BLYE.<* 



iifutic by Christy. 



Nelly Blye, Nelly Blye, old Virginia's pride ! 

The darkest girl with trimmest curl that ever nigga spied. 

Nell 's no slave, oh I no indeed, but happy, brave, and free ; 

Of all I know, both high and low, dear Nell 's the girl for me. 
Heigh Nelly, ho Nelly, listen, love, to me, 
I'll sing to you a little song ; the theme shall be of thee. 

Nelly Blye has an eye, oh ! so gipsy wild — 

She 's but to glance, and like a trance, she captivates dis child ; 

Then her voice, you've no choice, but to listen long, 

O, just tease her, if you please, to hum one pretty song. 

Heigh NeUy, &c. 

* It is a curious fact, but the names of the writers of the words of these " nej^r* 
soiui^ " rarely transphre. Not that it matters much, as they are generally deplorable- 
^ ; theh: popularity depending more on the melodies to which they are snnjr 
' other circumstance. 
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Nelly Blye says, O fie ! when yon talk of love, 

And tdls you quick, to cut your stick, for she 'b no turtle dove. 

Cruel N^, ah ! let me tell, how truly I adore — 

But she smiles, calls me a child, and says my love *s a bore. 

Heigh Nelly, &c. 

• • • 

Nelly Blye, I shall cry, if you don't relent : 

In loying you, how dear and true, Tm sure my whole life's^ spent ; 

Pity take, my heart will break, if you much longer scorn, 

O^ say yes, and I will bless the hour that I was oom ! 

Heigh Nelly, &c. 



TINKLING OF THE BANJO* 

ETmopiAN Helodt. 

I've wandered from de rice-field — 

IVe wandered to de spot ; 
I've listened for her foot^fall, 

And yet she cometh not. 
There was no sound of Catydid, 

Nor buzz of locust near; 
But de tinkling ob dat banjo 

Was aU dat I could hear. 

Oun'us and Repeat 

The tinkling ob dat banjo 
Was all the sound I heard. 

I sat upon a moss stone — 

I looked upon de trees. 
And as it grew stiU darker, 

I thought I heard a sneeze : 
Then I think I heard a foot-fall — 

I listened for a word ; 
But de tinkling ob dat banjo 

Was all de sound I heard. 

The tinkling ob dat banjo, &c. 

She didn't come — and I was sad : 

The night grew darker fast ; 
De 'possum eyed me with suiprise, 

De wolf howled as I passed. 
I once again struck up dat tune, 

Dat she sung like a bird ; 
But de tinkling ob dat banjo 

Was all de sound I heard. 

The tinkling ob dat baiyo, &c. 
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THE stueam of life. 

W. C. BSTIXT. 

O siLYEKY streamlet of the fields, 

That flowest full and free I 
For thee the rains of spring return, 

The summer dews for thae ; 
And when thy latest blosBoizis die 

In autiunn's chilly showers, 
The winter fountains gush for thee. 

Till May brings back the flowers. 

O Stream of Life ! the violet springs 

But once beside thy bed ; 
But one brief summer on thy path. 

The dews of heaven are shed. 
Thy parent fountains shrink away, 

And close their crystal veins, 
And where thy glittering current flowed 

The dust alone remains. 



CUP OF LOVE. 

J. G. PERCrVAL. 

O Now's the hour, when air is sweet, 

And birds are all in tune, 
To seek with me the cool retreat, 

In bright and merry June ; 
When every rose-bush has a nest. 

And every thorn a flower. 
And everything on earth is blest, 
. This sweet and holy hour. 

O come, my dear^ when evening flings 

Her veil of purple round, 
And zephyr, on his dewy wings. 

Sweeps o'er the flow'ry ground : 
When every bird of day is Btm, 

And stars are bright above, 
O come, my dear, and we will fill 

Our cup, and drink of love. 

We'll fill it from the pure blue sky. 
And irom the glowing west. 

And catch its spirit in thine eye, 
And in the smaU bird's nest ; 
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And take its BweeineBS from the flowers, 

Its freshness from the spring, 
Its coolness from the dewy hours, 

When night'hawks take the wing. 

Then we will wander far away, 

Along the flowery vale, 
Where winds the brook in sparkling play, 

And freshly blows the gale ; 
And we will sit befteath the shade 

That maples weave above, 
And on the mossy pillow laid. 

Win drink the cup of love. 



ROSA MAY. 

Ethiopia:; Song. 

I REMEMBER wcU, sweet Bosa, 

Though 'tis many years ago, 
When de harbest moon was shinin', 

And we stood beneaf its glow ; 
When I felt your hand's soft pressure. 

And heard you sweetly say, 
" Forget me not in absence — 

Tink sometimes ob Rosa May." 

Oder eyes hab looked upon me, 

Oder songs hab flUed my ear ; 
But dey lacked the simple freshness 

Ob de ones I used to near. 
My heart beats not as lightly. 

And my hair is tinged wid gray, 
Yet I hear no song to charm me 

Like yours, sweet Kosa May. 

I am older, and some sorrows 

'May h&ve chilled me, but I feel 
Your gentle spirit's presence, 

And all it would reveal. 
De world seems still as beautiful, 

Afi volatile and gay ; 
But dar are no such days as those 

Of old, dear Rosa Ma,j ! 
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BLIND LOUISE. 

G. W. D»WT, 

She knew that she was growing blind- 
Foresaw the dreary night 

That soon would fall, wiuiout a star, 
Upon her fading sight : 

Yet never did she make complaint. 
But prayed each day might bring 

Abeau^toherwan%^e<>- ^ 
The loveliness of spring ! 

She dreaded that echpse which might 
Perpetually inclose 

Sad memories of a leafless world — 
A spectral realm of snows. 

She^d rather that the verdure left 

An evergreen to shine 
Within her heart, as summer leaves 

Its memory on the pine. 
She had her wish : for when the sun 

Overhung his eastern towers. 
And shed ms benediction on 

A world of May-time flowers, 
We foimd her seated, as of old. 

In her accustomed place, 
A midnight in her sightless eyes. 

And mom upon her face. 



THE MOON OF FLOWERS. 

Mabia Bbooxs. 

O, MOON of flowers I sweet moon of flowars! * 
Why dost thou mind me of the hours 
Which flew so softly on that night 
When last I saw and felt thy light ? 

O, moon of flowers I thou moon of flowers ! 
Would thou couldst give me back those hours, 
Since which a dull, cold year has fled. 
Or show me those with whom they sped I 

O, moon of flowers I O, moon of flowers ! 
In scenes afar were passed those hours 
Which still with fond recret I see. 
And wish my heart could change with thee ! 

* The savages of the northern part of America sometimes couit by moons. They 
-^y, the moon of flowers, and October, the moon of falling leaves. 
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THE SHADY SIDE. 

G. W, Dewy. 

I SAT and gazed upon thee, Rose, 

Across the pebbled way. 
And thought the very wealth of mirth 

Was thme that winter day; 
For, while I saw the truant rays 

Within thy window glide, 
Bemember*d beams reflected came 

Upon the shady side. 

I sat and gazed upon thee, Rose, 

And thought the transient beams 
Were leaving on ihy braided brow 

The trace of golaen dreams ; 
Hiose dreams, which like the ferry-barge 

On youth^s beguiling tide, 
Will leave us when we reach old age. 

Upon the shady side. 

Ah I yes ; methought, while thus I gazed 

Across the noisy way. 
The stream of life between us flowed 

That cheerful winter day; 
And that the bark whereon I crossed 

The river's rapid tide. 
Had left me in the quietness 

Upon the shady side. 

Then somewhat of a sorrow. Rose, 

Came crowding on my heart, 
ReveaUng how that current sweeps 

The fondest ones apart ; 
But while you stood to bless me there. 

In beauty, like a bride, 
I felt my own contentedness, 

Though on the shady side. 

The crowd and noise divide us, Rose, 

But there will come a day 
When you, with light and timid feet, 

Must cross the busy way ; 
And when you sit, as I do now. 

To happy thoughts allied, 
May some bright angel shed her light 

Upon the shady side ! 
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GENTLE WORDS. 

C. D. Btuakt. lUuite by J. PMlp Knighi, 

A TOXTNG ibee in the summer time 

Is beautifol to me, 
And glorious are the many stars 

That glimmer on the sea ; 
But gentle words and loving hearts, 

And hands to clan) my own, 
Are better than the brightest flowers, 

Or stars that erer shone. 

The son may warm the grass to Hfe, 

The dew the drooping flow'r. 
And eyes grow bright, and watch the light 

Of antaxDn^s opening hom* ; 
But words that brieathe of tenderness, 

And smiles we know are true. 
Are warmer than the summer time 

And brighter than the dew. 

It is not much the world can give, 

With all its subtle art, 
And gold and gems are not the things 

To satisfy the heart ; 
But, oh ! if those who cluster round 

The altar and the hearth, 
Have gentle words, and loving smiles. 

How beautiful is earth. 



THE GOOD OLD DAYS.* 

{^WrUten aiid Compoted bp Howard Paul, 

Ah I what a change has taken place 

In three score years and ten ; 
And though we were not quite so fast. 

We were much surer then. 
These new ideas, as they're termed, 

Quite plunge me in a maze ; 
And though mej may be wdl enough, 

I love the good old days. 

* This song has been introduced by the author into his mosical entertauiment 
"Patdiwork," which has met with extraordinary success In vsrious parts of the 
United Kingdom. 



DEFABTBB DAYS. 107 

Electric telegraphic -wires, 

And tunnels sabmarine ; 
NewBparas for a penny each, 

And diickens hatched by steam. 
How all these hocus poeos tricks 

Our grandsu*e8 would amaze ! 
But then they liyed in days gone by — 

In fact, the good old days. 

The ladies now, it seems to me, 

Wear everything for show ; 
And how they keep their bonnets on. 

That's what I want to know. 
When I was a much younger man. 

They hadn't learnt such ways ; 
But, bless my heart, I quite forget. 

Those were the good old days. 

The young men, too, are justiis bad ; 

WhAt with their chains and rings, 
And curled moustaches, studs, and gloves, 

And all such foolish things. 
They look much more like apes than men : 

I'm told that some wear stays — 
Now, isn't that enough to make 

One love the good old days? 



DEPARTED DAYS. 

O. W. HOLXBS. 

Yes, dear, departed cherish'd days, 

Could memory's hand restore 
Your morning light, your evening rays, 

From Time's gray urn once more, — 
Then might this restless heart be still. 

This straLoing eye might close, 
And Hope her Minting pinions fold, 

WhQe the fsdr phantoms rose. 

But, like a child in ocean's arms, 
We strive against the stream. 

Each moment farther from the shore 
Where life's young fountains gleam — 

Each moment fednter wave the fields, 
And wilder rolls the sea ; 

The mist grows dark — ^the sun goes down- 
Day breaks — and whereare we ? 
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THE SONG OF HOME. 

O. p. HoBBitu ilfutie by /. 0, Haider, 

Oh, sing once more those dear familiar lays, 

Whose gliding measure ev^ry bosom thnlls ; 
And take my heart back to the happy days 

When first I sung them on my native hills. 
With the fresh feelings of the olden times, 

I hear them now upon a foreign shore ; 
The mmple music and the artless rhymes, 

Oh, smg those dear familiar lays once more ! 

Oh, sing once more, &c. 

Oh, sing once more those joy-provoking strains, 

Whidi, half forgotten, in my mem'ry dwell ; 
They send the life-blood bounding thro* my veins, 

^d linger round me like a isSj spell. 
The songs of honxe are to the human neart 

Far dearer tl^ the notes that song-birds pour, 
And of our very nature form a part : 

Then sing those dear familiar lays once more ! 

Oh, sing once more, &c. 



GOOD OLD HUT AT HOME.^ 

AN ETHIOPIAN SONG. 

The good old hut at home, where my father he first dwelt, 
Where like a possom at de feet ob mother I once knelt. 
Where she taught me to hoe, and de ole banjo to play. 
Which in infancy delighted me, and I think of to this day. 

CHOBUS. 

My heart amid all changes, wherever I may roam, 
Never can it lose its love for the old hut at home. 

It was not for its ground floor the old hut was so dear, 
It was not that Sambo or my Dinah always did come there. 
But o'er the field the sugar cane and cotton plant entwined, 
And the sweet scent of the bacca plant was waviQg in the wind. 

My heart, &c* 

But the good old hut at home is no dwelling now for me, 
The home of other darkies henceforth it e'er must be. 
And I oft look back upon it as to my work I go 
For the new massa Tm toiling for with shovel and with hoe. 

My heart, &c. 

^ A popular song In the States. Alas for public taste ! 
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SAUCY KATE/ 

HowABD Paul. IMuHe (y Bmiirt* 

Eaters a dear delightful creature, 

Merry as a sunnj elf, 
BeautlM in form and feature, 

Smiling mould of Beautj^s self. 
When she laughs her silken tresses 

Fall upon her gentle breast ; 
And her eyes, as dark as midnight, 

Never seem to be at rest. 

Kate's a dear but saucy creature. 

With a lip of scarlet bloom — 
Woodbines sipping golden sunlight— 

Soses drinking ridb perfume. 
Voice as dainty as the whisper 

Founts give in their ciystal shrine ; 
Saucy Kate, so full of mischief, 

Would that I could call thee mine. 



THIS PLACID LAKE. 

G. W. DOAKX. 

This placid lake, my gentle girl. 

Be emblem of thy lue— 
As full of peace and purity, 
. As free m>m care and s^ife ; 
No ripple on its tranquil breast 

That dies not with the day, 
No pebble in its darkest depths. 

But quivers in its ray. 

And see, how every glorious form 

And pageant of the skies, 
Reflected from its glassy face, 

A mirrored image lies ; 
So be thy spirit ever pure. 

To God and virtue given ; 
And thought, and word, and action bear 

The imagery of heaven ! 

* Thfas song (flram acddoit rather than merit) achieved an Immense snooess in 
Philadelphia. It grew the rage, and was song, played, and whistled by all classes ot 
Koeiety. Boats and omnibuses were called after it, and for a time " Saacy Kate" was 
Qaeen of the empire of Popnlar Song. 



110 BOOK OF AMERICAN SOKGS. 

LOVE THE OLD. 

L. YXBOI2?£k Smixh. 

I LOVE the old — ^to lean beside 

The antique easy chair, 
And pass my fingers softly o'er 

A wreath of silvered hair — 
To press my glowing lip upon 

The furrowed brow, ana gaze 
Within the sunken eye, where dwells 

The " light of other days."" 

To fold the pale and feeble hand 

That on my youthful head 
Has lain so tenderly the while 

The evening prayer was said. 
To nestle down close to the heart, 

And marvel how it held 
Such tomes o^ legendary love, 

The chronicles of Eld. 

O youth, thou hast so much of joy, 

So much of life and love. 
So many hopes — age has but one, 

The hope of bliss above. 
Turn awhHe from these away, 

To cheer the old, and bless 
The wasted heart-springs with a stream 

Of gushing tenderness. 

Yes, love the aged — bow beifore 

The venerable form 
So soon to seek beyond the ^j 

A shelter from the storm. 
Aye, love them ; let thy silent heart, 

With reverence untold. 
As pilgrims very near to heaven, 

Begard and love the old. 



SPARKLING AND BRIGHT. 

C. F. HoFFiCAir. 

Sparkling and bright in liquid light 
Does the wine our goblets gleam in, 

With hue as red as the rosy bed 
Which a bee would choose to dream in. 
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. Then fill to-night with hearts as light, 

To loyes as gay and fleeting 
As bubbles that swim on the beaker^s brim. 
And break on the lips while meeting. 

O ! if mirth might arrest the flight 
Of time through life's dominions, 
We here awhile wotdd now beguile 
The graybeard of his pinions. • 

To drink to-night with hearts as light, 
To loves as gay and fleeting 
As bubbles that swim on the beaker's brim, 
And break on the lips while meeting. 

But since delight can't tempt the wight, 

Nor fond regret delay him, 
Nor loYe himself can hold the elf, 
Nor sober Friendship stay him, 
We'll drink to-night with hearts as light. 
To loves as gay and fleeting 
As bubbles that swim on the beaker's brim. 
And break on the lips while meeting. 



HOME, SWEET HOME!* 

J. HowAJXD Payne. Bom 1793 ;;died 18C1. 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home ! 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there, 
Which, seek through the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere. 

Home, home ! sweet home ! 

There's no place like home ! 

An exile from home, splendour dazzles in vain ; 
Oh, give me my lowly thatch'd cottage again ! 
The birds singing gaily, that come at my call : 
Give me these and the peace of mind, dearer than alL 

Home, home ! &c. 

* This popular Ivric is published In the collected edition of English songs, but as 
Uie author was an American, we must likewise claim for it a place han. Howard 
Payne resided many years in England, and wrote the greater portion of his works for 
the London stags ; yet, as he was bem in the '* land of the f^ee," and lived for many 
years in his native country, we think it only just that ** Home, sweet Home I " should 
be inserted in a collection of songs by American authors. The music is an old Sicilian 
melody, which was adapted in the opera of " Clari" by the late Sir Henry Bishop. 



112 BOOK OF AMKBICAN SONGS. 

THE TWO BRIDES. 

B. H. Stoddabd. 

I SAW two maids at the kirk. 

And both were fair and sweet : 
One in her wedding robe, 

And oiie in her winding-sheet. 
The choristers sang the hymn, 

The sacred rites were i^ad, 
And one for life to life, 

And one to death, was wed. 

They were borne to their bridal beds, 

In loveliness and bloom ; 
One in a merry castle. 

The other a solemn tomb. 
One on the morrow woke 

In a world of sin and pain ; 
But the other was happier far, 

And never awoke again ! 



"A CONSTANT DRIPPING WILL WEAR A STONE." 

E. Danforth. 

Of all the proverbs, none better is known 
Than a ** constant dripping will wear a stone ;^^ 
We mark its truth in peace or in strife, 
In each ebb or flow of the tide of life. 
The Past by its tales this lesson hath shown, 
That a " constant dripping will wear a stone ;" 
And the Future, too, spite all we may' say. 
Timers constant dripping will soon wear away. 

Look well at that boy with the laughing eye, 

HBxk. ! hear how his songs on the breeze sweep by; 

The future to him seems open and fair, 

A garden of flowers without a care. 

He dreams, as he glides o*er the fields of youth, 

Of a noble name, and deeds of truth ; 

Of one who in life shall be all his own : 

But a " constant dripping will wear a stone. ^^ 

Full soon will the cares of the cold world come, 
And sorrows will darken his once bright home. 
His youthful hopes, like the bubbles that swim, 
In their graceful pride on the goblet^s brim, 
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Will £Etde from his heart at one breath of care, 
Not leaving a trace of their short life there. 
And, weeping, he'll stand in the world alone — 
The " constant dripping is wearing the stone.'* 

Time has drawn its lines on his open brow, 
And the pleasures of earth are worthless now. 
He turns to the Past, but the friends of old 
Are mouldering fast in the churchyard cold. 
There are none to love him ; no heart to prove. 
By its generous deeds, its wealth of love ; 
^d he sinks in the grave unwept, unknown. 
For the " constant dnpping has worn the stone.'' 



A NAME IN THE SAND.* 

H. F. Gould. 

Alone I walked the ocean strand ; 
A pearly shell was in my hand ; 
I stoop'd and wrote upon the sand 

My name — ^the year — ^the day. 
As onward from the spot I pass'd. 
One lingering look behind I cast ; 
A wave came rolling high and fast. 

And wash'd my lines away. 

And 80, methought, 'twill shortly be 
With every mark on earth frx)m me : 
A wave of dark oblivion's sea 

Will sweep across the place, 
Where I have trod the sandy shore 
Of time, and been to be no more. 
Of me — ^my day — ^the name I bore, 

To leave no track, nor trace. 

And yet, with Him who counts the sands, 
And holds the waters in His hands, 
I know a lasting record stands 

Inscribed against my name — 
Of all this mortal part has wrought. 
Of all this thinking soul has thought. 
And from these fleeting momenta caught 

For glory, or for shame. 

* There is a very popular English song that bears a BOBpicious resemblance to tho 
^ore. *' A Name in the Saiul*' was written at least ten yean ago. 

a 
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ISLE OF DlREAMS. 

BSBBCCA S. NiGHOUb 

I MET tfiee in the Dale of Dreams,. 

Beloyed of my soul — 
I met thee on the silver sands, 

Where Lethean rivers roH'; 
And by the ilaj§hing water&lk, 

That lulled the hours oAeep, 
Thy spirit whispered unto inine 

The vows it may not keep. 

I met thee in the Isle of Dreams : 

No fiairer land may bloom 
Among the islands-stars that crest 

The midnight^s heavy gloom. 
The lilies blossomed in our path, 

Wild roses 8n the spray, 
And young birds from the wilderness 

Sang each a dreamy lay. 

Our steps' fell lightly as we. pressed 

The green, enchanted ground, 
For love was swelling in our hearts. 

And in the air around ; 
All, all was sunshine, bliss, and light,. 

Beloved of ijay soul. 
When in the Isle of Dreams we me% 

Where Lethean rivers roll. 

Then tread again the sounding shores 

That echo in my dream., 
And walk beneath the rosy sky 

That through my vision gleams ; 
Oh, meet me, meet me yet once more, 

Beloved of my soul. 
Within the lovely Isle of Dreams, 

Where Lethean rivers roll ! 



TWILIGHT HOtlffS. 

Maiden twilight, lovely and still. 

Hushes the billow, and lulls the air ;, 
Over the water we glide at will,. 

Joyous beings without a care ! 
Only the musical splash of the oar. 

Timed to the beat of our choral tune^;- 
Either side is the blooming shore, 

On the air is the balm of June. 



MY mothbb's bible. Ho 

Slowly now — in the Ught of eyes, 

Pure and soft as this hour of hours ; 
Slowly now — ^to the tones that rise 

Low and sweet as the sigh of flowers ! 
Loveliest twiliffht, gentle and still, 

Hushes the billow, and lulls the breeze ; 
Over the water we glide at .will — 

Never were hours so dear os these ! 



MY MOTHEA^S CMBLf. 

a P^MoBais.' iMuiUby IK. V. Wallace. 

This book is all that's left me now ! 
Tears will, unbidden, start ! 

With faltering lips and throbbing, brow, 

I press it to my heart : 
For many generations past, 

Here is our family tree ; 
My mother's hands thi^ Bible claisp'd ; 

She, dying, gave it me. 

Ah, well do I remember those 

Whose names these records bear 1 
Who roun<> the hearth-stone used to close, 

After the evening prayer. 
And spo^e of what this volume saici, 

In tones my heart would thrill. 
Though they are with the silent dead, 

Here are they living still. 

My father read this holy book 

To brothers, sisters dear ; 
How calm was my poor moth^^s look, 

Who loved God's word to hearl 
Her angel fkce, I see it yet ! 

What thronging memories: come ! 
Again that little group i& met^ 

Within the halls of home. 

Thou truest Mend man ever knew!' 

Thy constancy I've tried ; 
When all was fklse I found thee titie, 

My counsellor and guide. 
The mineft^ earth no treaanresgh/y^; 

From me this book could buy ; 
For, teacidng me the wa;f to live, 

It taught me how to <ue. 

II 2 
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THE BLIND BEGGAR. 

C. 6. Eastmak. 

He sits by the great high road all day, 

The beggar blind and old ; 
The locks on his brow are thin and gray, 

And his lips are blue and cold. 
The life of the beggar is ahnost spent, 
His cheek is pale and his form is bent. 
And he answereth low, with meek content, 

The sneers of the rude and bold. 

All day by the road hath the beggar sat, 

Weary and fsdnt and dry, 
In silence, patiently holding his hat 

And turning his sightless eye. 
As, with cruel jest and greeting grim 
At his hollow cheek and eye-ball dim, 
The traveller tosses a cent at him. 

And passeth hastily by. 

To himself the blind old man doth hum 

A song of his boyhood^s day. 
And Ids lean, white fingers idly drum 

On his thread-bare knee where they lay ; 
And oft, when the gay bob-o^-link is heard, 
The song of the youth-hearted, yellow bird. 
The jar of life and the traveller's word, 

And the noise of children's play, 

He starts and grasps with a hurried hand 

The top of Ms smooth-worn cane. 
And striketh it sturdily into the sand — 

Then layeth it down again ; 
While his black little spaniel, beautiful Spring, 
That he keeps at his button-hole with a string, 
Jumps up, and his bell goes ting-a-ling I ling ! 
As he yelps at the idle train. 

He sits by the great high road all day, 

The beggar blind and old ; 
The locks on his brow are thin and gray 

And his lips are blue and cold ; 
Tet he murmureth never, day nor nifhtf 
But, seeing the world by his inner ^pit, 
He patiently waits, with a heart all light, 

Till the sum of his life shall be told 



AS SUMMEK FADES AWAY. il'7 

MINNIE MOORE. 

In last night's dream I saw again 

Sweet faces I adore ; 
'Mid others was an old schoolmate — 

Dear gentle IVIinnie Moore. 
And glided o'er my dreaming mind, 

Not only those I knew ; 
But mem'ries of so many scenes, 

All linked with Minnie, too. 
A thousand thoughts of childhood's days, 

Of innocence and glee ; 
For I was all the world to her. 

And she the world to me. 

How often, on our way to school, 

We'd stray beside the brooks, 
And gathering wild flowers by their side. 

We'd quite forget our books ; 
Or loiter half the day away 

In some old -mossy dell ; 
And, going home at night, I'd coax 

Dear Minnie not to teD. 
Such memories are by far more dear 

Than wealth of classic lore ; 
Unfolding thoughts of sunny hours. 

Of youth and Minnie Moore. 



AS SUMMER FADES AWAY. 

C. Eastkan. 

Ah, me I the sky is dark and cold, 

The leaves are dead and gray, 
And everything seems growing old 

As summer £bdes away ; 
The clouds along jJie valley drift. 

Or round the mountain run. 
Too heavy with the rain to lift 

Their bosoms to the sun. 

I hear upon the frozen grass 

The cold and dripping rain. 
And mark the shadows as they pass 

Along the cheerless plain ; 
See one by one the flowers, across 

The dreary fields, depart. 
And of old age, the sullen moss, 

Feel growing o'er my heart ! 
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MY LIFE IS A FAIRY'S QAY DREAM. 

AmiA COBA MOWATT.* 

Mt life is a fairy^s gay dream, 

And thou art the genie, whose wand 
Tints all things around with the beam, 

The bloom of Titania^s Inright loud. 
A wish to my lips never sprang, 

A hope in my eyes never shone, 
But ere it was breathed by my ton^e, 

To grant it thy footsteps have flown. 

Thy pleasures have ever been mine, 

Thy sorrows too often thine own; 
The sun that on me still would shine 

0*er thee threw its shadows alone. 
Lifers garland, then, let us divide : 

It's roses I'd fain see thee wear, 
For me — ^but I know thou wilt chide — 

Ah ! leave me its thorns, love, to bear ! 



THE WAVES THAT ON THE SPARKLING SAND. 

Elizabeth F. £li.bt. 

The waves, that on the sparkling sand 

Their foaming crests upheave. 
Lightly receding from the land, 

Seem not a trace to leave. 
Those billows, in their ceaseless play, 
Have worn the solid rocks awaj. 

' The summer winds, which, wandering, sigh 
Amid the forest bower, 
So gently as they murmur by, 

^arce lift the drooping flower. 
Yet bear they, in autumnal gloom, 
Spring's withered beauties to^he tomb. 

Thus worldly cares, though lightly borne, 

Their impress leave behind ; 
And spuits, which their bonds would spurn, 

The blighting traces find. 
Till alter'd thoughts, and hearts grown cold, 
The change of passing years unfold. 

^ This lady was formerly fin actress, and achieved some popularity as a tragedienne 
"'•Id. 



life's otjiding star. lit) 

THE SLEiCH RIDE. 

Come! the moonbeams are glancing; with ready steeda 
The land-shallow waits at the door ; [prancing, 

Hearts akin to the lark, let us gaily embark ; 
Heed Winter's keen pinching no more. 
In Winter 'tis tune to be gay, 
Love glows with a quickening ray ; 
But our tight Northern air makes the heart alone bare ; 
Come ! come 1 let us quickly away. 

At the whip's sounding thwack, now we speed o'er the track, 

'Mid joyous confusion of bells ; 
And the shrill creaking snow, as we rapidly go. 
The mingling wild haimony «welk. 
The music of mirth is as light 
As rays from the army of night, 
While they play on the snow with a luminous glow, 
And radiate witching delight. 

We skim o'er the lea like a bird of the sea. 

That music illumines the soul ; 

i^nd the sparkles of wili the enUghtened emit. 

Spread merrily brer the tv^hole, 

A humorous, frolicsome throng ; 
Loud laughter is with us along ; 
To the point of the jest he replies with good zest — 
But now we all join in a song. 



LIFE'S CUIDINC STAR. 

William Lecmjett. 

The youth whose bsffk is guided o'er 

A summer stream by zephyr's breath, 
With idle gaze deUghte to pore 

On image skies that glow beneath. 
But should a fleeting storm arise 

To shade awhile the watery way, 
Quick lifts to heaven his anxious eyes, 

And speeds to reach some sheltering bay. 

'Tis thus down time's eventful tide, 

While prosperous breezes gently blow, 
In life's frail bark we gaily glide, 

Our hopes, our thoughts, all fix'd below. 
But let one cloud the prospiect dim, 

The wind its quiet stilhiess mar, 
At once we raise our prayer to Him, 

Whose light is life's best guiding star. 
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INDIAN SUMMER. 

Anonthoub. 

There is a time, just ere the frost 

Prepares to pave old Winter's way, 
When Autnmn, in a reverie lost, 

The mellow daytime dreams away ; 
When Summer comes, in musing mind, 

To gaze once more on hill and dell, 
To mark how many sheaves they bind. 

And see if all is ripened well. 

With balmy breath she whispers low, 

The dying flowers look up and give 
Their sweetest incense ere they go. 

For her who made their beauties live. 
She enters 'neath the woodland shade ; 

Her zephyrs lift the lingering leaf, 
And bear it gently where are laid 

Hie loved and lost ones of its grief. 

At last old Autumn, rising, takes 

Again his sceptre and his throne, 
With boisterous hand the trees he shakes, 

Intent on gathering all his own. 
Sweet Summer, sighing, flies the plain. 

And waiting Winter, gaunt and grim, 
Sees miser Autumn hoard his grain, 

And smiles to think it 's all for him. 



THE MYRTLE AND STEEL. 

C. F. HoFFXAir. 

One bimiper, yet, gallants, at parting ! 

One toast ere we arm for the flght I 
Fill round, each to her he loves dearest — 

'Tis the last he may pledge her to-night ! 
Think of those who of old at the banquet 

Did their weapons in garlands conceal, 
The patriot heroes who hallowed 

The entwining of myrtle and steel ! 
Then hey for the myrtle and steel ! 
Then ho for the myrtle and steel I 
Let every true blade that e'er loved a fair maid 

Fill round to the myrtle and steel I 
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^Tis in moments like this, when each bosom 

With its highest-toned feelings is warm, 
Like the music that *s said from the ocean 

To rise ere the gathering storm, 
That her image around us should hover. 

Whose name, though our lips ne'er reveal, 
We may breathe 'mid the foam of a bumper. 

As we drink to the myrtle and steel. 
Then hey for the myrtle and steel 1 
Then ho for the myrtle and steel ! 
Let every true blade that e'er loved a feir maid 

Fill round to the myrtle and steel I 

]Srow mount, for our bugle is ringing 

To marshal the host for the fray, 
Where proudly our banner is flinging 

Its folds o'er the battle-array ; 
Yet gallants— one moment — remember. 

When your sabres the death-blow would deal. 
That Mercy wears her shape who's cherish'd 

By lads of the myrtle and steel. 

Then hey for the myrtle and steel I 
Then ho for the myrtle and steel ! 
Let every true blade that e'er loved a fair maid 

FDl round to the myrtle and steel I 



FAINTLY FLOW, THOU FALLING RIVER. 

James G. Pesciyal. 

Faintly flow, thou falling river, 

Like a dream that dies away ; 
Down to ocean gliding ever, 

Keep thy calm unruffled way : 
Time, with such a silent motion. 

Floats along, on wings of air. 
To eternity's dark ocean, 

Burying all its treasures there. 

Boses bloom, and then they wither ; 

Cheeks are bright, then fade and die ; 
Shapes of light are wafted hither — 

Tnen, like visions, hurry by : 
Quick as clouds at evening driven 

O'er the many-colour'd west. 
Years are 'bearing us to heaven, 

Home of happiness and rest. 
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"FILL HIGH! 1FILL ftlQM!" 

W. H. C. HOMIBB. 

Fnx high, fill high, with good old vine, 

The bowl our lathers drained ; 
Fill high, fill high, though ita goMeu riiu 

Bj the mist of age is stained. 
In nectar now bedew the lips. 

And wake the voice of song, 
For clouds will gather, and eclipse 

The light of bliss ere long. 
Fill high, fill high, with good old wine, 

The dup our fathers di^ain'd ;• 
Fill high, fill high, though i^ts golden rim 

By tM mist of age is stained. 

The foain-bells on the ruby tide 

Axe types of passing thiV 
Semmding us that joy soon dies — 

That graybeard Time iath wings ; 

And a few more days will dawn and end, 

A few more moons wax old, 

. Ere friend will darkly follow friend 

To homes in churchyard mould. 

Fill high, fill high, &c. &c. 

Around this ancient festal board 

Glad spirits met of yore. 
But their merry strains are hushed in death- 

Their laugh will ring no more : 
Under the yew-trees, mossed and green, 

May their quiet graves be found. 
But 271 sotil they hover nigh, unseen, 

While tale and jest go round. 

Then fiU, fill high, &c. &c. 



THE WILD WOOD ROS^ 

The wild wood rose was blushing 

Beside our sunny way ; 
The mountain rill was gushing 

In light melodious play. 
When last thy vows I listened, 

When last thy kiss I met, 
And thou, thy dark eyes glistened 

With fondness and regret. 



Tlie wild wood rose, o'ershad^ . . . 

By clouds, has lost its bloom ; 
And love's soft flower has faded 

^Keath falsehood, grief, and ^tooxn. 
The waves, in winter failing, 

No more to music part, 
And I but weep, bewailing 

The winter of the heart. 

The wild wood rose, resuming 

Its bloom and beauty gay, 
The fitful gale perfuming, 

Again shall grace the way ; 
Again -the mountain riVer 

Its melody shall pour ; 
But thou retumest never! 

And love wiU bloom no more. 



PILGRIM SONQ. 

Geobge Lunt. Born 1807. 

Over the mountain wave, see where they come ; 

Storm-cloud and wintry wind welcome them home ; 

Yet, where the sounding gale howls to the sea. 

There their soDg peals along, deep-toned and free : 
" Pilgrims and wanderers, hither we coiiie, 
"Where the free dare to be — this is our home !" 

England hath sunny dales, dearly they bloom ; 
Scotia iiath heather hills, sweet their perfume : 
Yet through the wilderness cheerfiil we stray. 
Native land, native land — ^home far away I ^ 
" Pilgr&as and wanderers, hither we come, 
Where the free dare to be^— this is our home ! " 

Dim grew the forest path \ onward they tro& ; 

Firm beat their noble hearts, trusting to God ! 

Gray men iajid blooming maids, high rose th^ song ; 

Hear it sweep, clear and deep, ever along. 

" Pilgrims and wanderers, hither we come, 
^Vhere the free dare to be — -this is our home !'* 

Not theirs the gory- wreath, torn by the blast ; 

Heavenward their holy steps, heavenward they pass'd ! 

Green be their mossy graves ! ours be Uieir fiame, 

While their song peals along, ever the same. 
" Pilgrims and wanderers, hither we come, 
Whore the free dare to be — this is our home " 
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WITHERING-WITHERING. 

Chasles Fekko HoFF]£AK. 

Withering — withering — all are withering — 

All of Hope's dowers that youth hath nursed — 
Flowers of love too early blossoming ; 

Buds of Ambition too frail to burst. 
Faintily — ^feintilv — O ! how faintily 

I fed life's pulses ebb and flow ; 
Yet, Sorrow, I know thou dealest daintily 

With one who should not wish to live moe. 

Nay I why, yoimg heart, thus timidly shrinking? 

Why doth thy upward wing thus tire ? 
Why are thy pinions so droopingly sinking, 

When they should only waft thee higher? 
Upward — ^upward let them be waving, 

Lifting thy soul toward her place of birth. 
There are guerdons there more worth thy having- 

Far more than any these lures of the earth. 



LONG AGO. 

J. H. Wainwkiqht. 

Dost thou remember, lady fair, 

The willow by the river side? 
One eve we sat together there, 

Thou promised to become my bride. 
But stay, feir lady, speak it not — 

Thine answer I already know : 
Those happy hours are all forgot, 

For it was very long ago. 

Dost call to mind the grassy lane, 

All hidden in the Httle grove — 
Can memory bring it back again ? 

'Twas there I told thee of my love ! 
Thy willing hand was clasped in mine, 

Thy hps, — say, did they answer No? 
'Tis past ! and why should I repine ? — 

For it was very long ago. 

Dost call to mind the trembling kiss 
I pressed upon thy burning cheek? 

Hast thou forgot the words of bliss 
Thy sweet and gentle voice did speak ? 



THE CHICEADEE^S SONG, 12& 

Nay, lady, do not weep ! Thy tears 

Have now no right for me to flow : 
I thought to share thy hopes and fears — 

But it was very long ago. 

The willow by the stream is dead. 

The grassy lane, the grove, both gone — 
And thou art to another wed ! 

I wander through the world alone. 
Yet oft unbidden bursts a sigh, 

And down my cheeks in sorrow flow 
The tears I weep for days gone by. 

And memories of long ago. 



THE CHICKADEE'S SONG.* 

FRA2fC£S H. GkSEK. 

On its downy wing, the snow, 
Hovering, flyeth to and fro — 
And the merry schoolboy's shout, 
Bich with joy, is ringing out : 
So we gather in our glee. 
To the snow-drifta — Chickadee ! 

Poets sing, in measures bold, 
Of the glorious gods of old, 
And the nectar that they quafied. 
When their jewelled goblets laughed ; 
But the snow-cups best love we. 
Gemmed with sunbeams — Chickadee ! 

They who choose, abroad may go. 
Where the southern waters flow. 
And the flowers are never sere 
In the garland of the year ; 
But we love the breezes free 
Of our north-land — Chickadee ! 

To the cottage-yard we fly, 
With its old trees waving high, 
And the little ones peep out. 
Just to know what we're about ; 
For they dearly love to see 
Birds in winter — Chickadee ! 

* A portion of a poem adapted to an Ethiopian melody. A favourite in some of the 
Enstcni States. Chickadee is a word of Indian origin. 
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SENECA^ HAKE. 

James G. Pshcivai. Born 1705: 

^. • 

On thy fkir boscpiy^l^er^lake, ^ 

The wild swan spreads his snowy sail, 
And round his breast the ripples break, 

As down he bears before the gale. 
On thy fjEur bosom, waveless stream, 

The dipping paddle echoes far, 
And flashes in the moonlight gleam, 

And bright reflects the polsff staa*. 

The waves along thy pebbly shore, 

As blows the north-wind, heave their foam, 
And curl around the dashing oar, 

As late the boatman hies him home. 
How sweet, at set of sun, to view 

Thy golden mirror spreading' wide. 
And see the mist of mantling blue^ 

Float ronnd the distant mountian^« aide. 

At midnight hour, as shines theiBiO0n, 

A sheet of silver ^ureads below,. 
And swift she cuts, at highest noon, 

Light clouds, like wreaths of purest snow. 
On thy fair bosom, silver lake, 

01 r could ever sweepC the oar, 
When early birds at morning wake^ 

And evening tells us toil is d*&r. 
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